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THE   GRANGE    GARDEN. 


CHAPTEE    I, 


EDITHS    DEFIANCE. 

Edith  Braxscombe  one  morniug  sliowed  to 
our  two  ladies  a  letter  from  Lady  Longmynd, 
her  old  friend,  from  whose  house  she  had 
been  married  at  Florence,  asking  her  to  come 
and  spend  a  short  time  witli  tliem.  They 
thought  that  she  would  have  refused  to  go, 
but  were  surprised  to  find  that  she  was 
rather  eager  to  do  so. 

'  You  are   not  tired  of  the  Grange,  my 
love,  yet,  I  hope  ?  '  said  Lady  Alice. 
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'  Not  i;  said  Edith.  '  I  hope  that  you 
will  keep  me  here  until  I  go  back  to  the 
convent.  But  I  should  like  a  httle  chano-e, 
and  I  want  to  see  Lord  Longmynd  again  very 
much.  I  am  earnestly  bent  on  going  away 
from  here  for  a  time, — I  meant  to  say,  going 
somewhere  else  for  a  time.' 

'  It  is  a  good  resolution,'  said  Lady 
Madeleine.  '  It  will  make  you  more 
used  to  that  world  I  hope  you  will  never 
desert  again.' 

And  so  she  went  to  Hellingsworth  with 
her  maid,  and  wrote  of  her  safe  arrival.  And 
it  is  a  most  curious  thing  that  Lady  Made- 
leine and  Lady  Alice  never  said  one  word  to 
one  another  on  the  subject. 

Father  Wilson  came  in  shortly  after  she 
was  gone,  and  they  looked  at  him  enquiringly. 
All  he  said  was, 

'  Everything  is  going  on  perfectly  well, — 
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better  than  I  lioped  for.  We  must  win  un- 
less some  idiot  or  scoundrel  interferes.' 

'  Which  is  generally  the  case  in  your 
popish  gunpowder  plots,'  said  Lady  Alice. 

'  I  agree  with  you,'  said  Father  Wilson  ; 
'  the  Holy  Eoman  Church  Avould  go  on  its 
glorious  way  rejoicing  if  it  were  not  for  idiots- 
and  scoundrels.' 

That  was  not  exactly  what  Lady  Alice 
meant,  but  she  laughed  good-humouredly,  and 
said, 

'  Bother  the  man,  he  has  always  got  a 
neat  answer  ready.  You  must  have  some 
Irish  blood  in  you.  Father  Wilson,  or  you'd 
never  be  so  clever.  Well,  I'll  not  growl  at 
you,  for  I  am  in  it  myself.  And  where  is 
Lionel  ? ' 

'  I  saw  liim  yesterday,'  said  Father  Wil- 
son. 

'  That's  not  telling  me  where  he  is,'  said 
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Lady  Alice  ;  '  the  Jesuits  never  give  a  fair 
answer  to  a  question.' 

'  Well,  then,  I  don't  know,'  said  Father 
Wilson. 

'  And  you  just  told  me  that  you  saw  him 
yesterday.' 

'  Well,  so  I  did  ;  but  I  don't  know  where 
lie  is  now.  He  was  going  for  a  few  days 
into  the  country,  but  he  may  not  have 
gone.' 

'I  see,'  said  Lady  Ahce.  'Well,  God 
send  us  all  deliverance,  as  they  say  in 
England  when  they  have  made  uj)  their 
minds  to  hang  a  poor  fellow-creature.  Well, 
is  he  reconciled  to  Clara's  marriage  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  he  is  glad  about  it  indeed  ;  he  has 
been  staying  with  them,  and  will  be  there 
much  of  his  time.  Wotherston  is  unused  to 
office,  and  so  Lionel  is  absolutely  invaluable 
to  him.     Li  fact,  Lionel  is  the  Under  Secre- 
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tary  to  a  great  extent.  Clara  has  taken  to 
the  work  splendidly,  and  the  three  fuss  at  it 
like  three  bees  in  a  flower.  I  never  saw 
Lionel  more  happy.' 

'  I  wish  we  could  see  him  happier  still,* 
said  Lady  Madeleine. 

'  Thnt  will  take  time,'  said  Father  Wilson. 
'  I  depend  much  on  Struan.' 

'I  don't,'  said  Lady  Alice  :  'I  think  the 
whole  thin o-  nonsensical  and  far-fetched .  How- 
ever,  I  pledged  my  word  to  you  and  Madeleine 
and  Wotherston,  and  I  won't  withdraw  it.' 

Meanwhile  Edith  w\as  with  Lord  and 
Lady  Longmynd,  and  most  kind  they  were  ; 
they  never  alluded  to  the  past,  and  she 
remarked  that  they  never  mentioned  Lionel. 
This  was  most  considerate  of  them,  she 
thought,  and  she  was  accordingly  grateful. 
She  had  three  or  four  quiet  days,  for  the 
town  was   nearly  empty.     They   went   out 
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driving  and  shopping,  and  Edith  found  that 
she  Uked  it  very  much.  She  had  money, 
and  slie  bought  such  things  with  it  as 
pleased  her  :  she  was  ahnost  amused  at  her- 
self to  fmd  that  she  once  more  began  to 
like  buying  personal  adornments.  Lady 
Lougmynd  was  going  to  give  a  party,  and 
she  discovered  that  she  had  '  nothing.'  She 
therefore  went  about  and  bought  'some- 
tliing,'  and  very  pretty  and  charming  she 
looked  in  it  when  she  had  got  it  on  and  was 
standing  before  the  glass,  as  no  one  knew 
better  than  herself.  She  was  by  no  means 
nervous  about  this  party,  somehow :  there 
was  nothing  to  frighten  her, — what  should 
there  be  .^ 

She,  who  in  one  of  her  fits  of  helpless 
terror,  partly  congenital,  and  partly  possibly 
fostered  by  her  convent  breeding,  would  do 
such   insane  things  as    that   of  joining  the 
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Steplianocantliines,  was  now  turniiig  rouud 
before  a  glass  and  receiving  the  compliments 
of  her  maid  with  complacency.  Ten  days 
ago  she  was  on  her  bed  in  agony,  praying  to 
be  taken  back  to  the  convent  as  her  only 
refuge.  She  had  forgotten  all  that  jnst  now, 
and  was  f^oinLi;  to  taste  once  more  the 
pleasures  of  that  world  from  which  she  had 
twice  fled  in  vain. 

She  was  a  good  and  true  creature,  but 
she  could  no  more  get  on  without  guidance 
than  a  vine  could  grow  as  straight  and  hrm 
as  an  elm.  It  was  fortunate  that  she  was 
a,  good  and  true  creature,  for  she  was  stand- 
ing on  the  verge  of  a  fearful  abyss,  fi'om 
which  no  human  hand  could  save  her.  Her 
unconscious  maid  watched  her  going  down 
the  stairs — lower,  lower,  lower,  very  slowly. 
On  the  landing  was  a  large  mirror,  and  she 
stopped  to  look  at  herself  and  adjust  her 
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jewels :  tlieu  she  went  on  lower  and  lower 
still,  and  passed  into  the  drawing-room. 

She  gasped  for  breath,  for  Struan  stood 
before  her  talking  to  Lady  Longmynd. 

Lady  Longmynd  introduced  him,  but  she 
quietly  remarked  tliat  they  knew  one  another 
very  well,  and  passed  on,  with  the  growing 
darkness  of  a  new  terror  in  her  eyes. 

She  saw  Strnan  no  more  until  the  end 
of  the  eveninrf.  Sir  Charles  Touchstone 
took  her  into  dinner,  and  he  was  as  amusing  as 
usual,  but  even  he  could  not  make  her  laugh; 
her  face  would  have  made  his  own  merry 
Castle  dull.  He  saw  that  there  was  some 
deep  anxiety  there  which  he  could  not 
fathom,  and  he  left  joking,  and  talked  with 
her  about  quiet  country  places,  and  about 
the  poor ;  and  finding  that  she  was  a  Eoman 
Catholic,  argued  pleasantly  and  gently  with 
her   on  the   subject.      This   distracted   her 
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thoughts,  and  she  thanked  liim  for  it  in  her 
heart, — nay,  more,  in  words. 

'  I  have  a  deep  sorrow  to-day,'  she  said, 
when  they  were  going  to  part.  '  I  wish  I 
could  have  been  more  amusing,  but  que 
voulez  vous  ?  I  thank  you,  however ;  and 
I  tell  you  as  pleasantly  as  I  can,  that  if  you 
were  to  turn  me  away  from  my  religion  you 
would  ruin  me.' 

Sir  Charles  parted  from  her  with  pity. 
'  Someone  is  ill-using  that  woman  in  some 
way,'  was  his  solution  of  the  matter.  But 
there  were  six  men  left  at  table,  of  wliom 
five  were  dead  against  him,  and  so  he 
mounted  his  hobby  and  forgot  all  about  it. 
When  he  mounted  his  hobby  he  had  five 
opponents  ;  long  before  they  went  upstairs 
he  had  but  four,  for  Struan  had  slipped 
away. 

Into   the   drawins-room.      Foin-    ladies 
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were  there ;  tlie  one  he  ^vante(l  was  not 
there.  He  went  into  the  conservatory,  and 
found  her.  She  was  sitting  alone,  and  he 
sat  beside  her. 

She  began  the  conversation.  '  I  guessed 
you  would  come  to  me,  and  so  I  came  here. 
I  see  that  I  was  right.' 

'  You  know  for  what  reason  I  have 
come,'  said  Struau. 

'  Of  course  I  l>:now,'  she  said.  '  You 
have  come  to  plead  for  your  brother.' 

'  It  is  so.' 

'  Will  you  tell  me  this,  sir,  as  a  gentle- 
man ?  Was  there  any  arrangement  between 
Lord  and  Lady  Longmynd  that  you  should 
meet  me  here  P  ' 

'  Madam,  there  was.' 

'  Til  en  there  are  two  more  in  the  plot 
against  me  whom  I  thought  to  be  friends. 
I  shall  suspect  Lady  Alice  and  Lady  Made- 
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leine  next.     I  am  to  have  no  peace  in  this  v 
world,  it  would  seem.' 

'  Madam,  would  you  not  have  peace  with 
your  husband  ?  ' 

'  \Vhat  right  have  you,  Mr.  Struan,  to 
speak  to  me  of  my  husband  in  the  way  you 
do  ?  What  has  he  paid  you,  or  what  has  he 
done  for  you,  that  you  should  come  to  me 
eternally  as  his  special  pleader  ?  Come,  Mr. 
Struan,  let  us  be  friends  :  many  things  have 
passed  between  us  which  are  not  known  to 
Lady  Madeleine  or  Lady  Ahce,  or  even 
Father  Wilson.  You  have  beset  me  in  my 
comitry  walks,  until  I  discontinued  them. 
Why  have  you  done  this  ?  ' 

'  Why  ?     I  only  pleaded  for  my  brother.' 

'  I  will  have  the  whole  thing  out  now, 

root  and  branch,'  she  said,  with  a  courage 

which  astonished  herself.     '  You  pleaded  so 
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well  for  your  brother,  tliat  I  be.o-an  t(^  fear 
you  were  pleading  for  yourself.' 

'  Has  that  distressed  you  ?  '  said  Struau 
slowly. 

His  arrow  went  home  to  the  feather. 
What  to  say  the  poor  creature  knew  not, 
for  she  was  without  guidance,  -and  without 
guidance  she  was  nought.  Tliere  was  a  poor 
bauble  of  a  cross,  least  and  yet  most  valuable 
of  all  her  ornaments,  still  hanging  about  her 
neck.  She  clasped  it  and  bent  her  head 
over  it. 

Whetlier  she  prayed  or  not,  I  cannot 
say,  but  as  she  clasped  the  cross  she  sud- 
denly heard  the  words  of  old  Sister  Podagra, 
given  one  wet  Sunday  afternoon,  in  the  old 
convent  at  Waterloo. 

'  And  so  you  see,  girls,  that  God  struck 
Ananias  and  Sapphira  dead  for  telling  a  lie. 
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And     it  is   a  mercy   that  we   are    not    all 
dead.' 

Tlie  rough  words  came  back  to  her,  and 
guided  her,  poor  as  they  were.  With  her 
curious  bringing  np,  this  recollection — it  was 
nothing  more — came  to  her  lils:e  a  revelation, 
and  she  took  it  to  be  such.  She  answered 
firmly, 

'  It  has  not  distressed  me.  I  wish  that 
it  had.' 

'  Do  you  mean  that  if  I  were  to  plead 
for  myself,  and  not  for  Lionel,  that  you 
would  listen  to  me  ?  Speak,  my  own  Edith, 
speak,  for  my  life's  happiness  depends  on 
your  decision.' 

So  this  was  the  end  of  the  great  plot  for 
winning  her  back.  Lady  Madeleine  and 
Lady  Alice  were  making  pickles.  Father 
Wilson  was  writing  a  rather  acrimonious 
letter  to  tlie  Pope  about  the  canonisation  of 
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the  Japanese  martyrs.  Lionel,  where  was 
he  ?  And  this  poor  Edith  was  left  all  alone 
to  sink  or  swim  as  she  might,  ^^dthout  hope 
or  help,  save  in  the  poor  little  cross  which 
she  held  in  her  hand  with  such  force  that 
she  broke  it. 

She  had  got  to  love  Struan — more 
deeply  than  she  had  ever  loved  Lionel. 
She  knew  it  well ;  and  she  had  feared  that 
he  knew  it.  Struan  had  met  her  very  often 
in  her  walks  at  Weston,  pleading  for  Lionel ; 
only  too  well.  Now  the  truth  Avas  out :  he 
loved  her,  and  she  loved  him. 

He  spoke  first.  '  Edith,'  he  said,  '  say 
something  to  me,  and  let  me  know  my  fate.' 
The  little  cross  was  broken  in  her  hands, 
and  the  splinters  gave  her  pain  ;  so  she 
opened  her  hand  and  looked  on  it.  It  was 
the  supreme  moment  of  her  life,  as  the 
reader   will   see   hereafter ;  and   there   was 
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nothing  to  help  her  except  her  old  religion. 
She  said,  very  loudly,  '  Holy  Mary,  mother 
of  God,  guide  me  ! '  and  if  she  had  looked 
at  Struan  she  would  have  seen  a  flash  of 
light  in  his  eyes,  which  might  be  from  hell 
or  heaven.  He  knew  that  he  was  baffled, 
but  he  said  to  her, 

'  You  may  struggle  against  fate,  but  you 
will  be  mine  yet  in  spite  of  your  religion. 
You  are  doomed,  Edith — you  are  doomed.' 

'You  hear  me,  sir — false  friend,  false 
brother,  Mse  lover  :  I  did  lUce  you,  and  I 
like  you  still  if  it  mattered ;  but  leave  me, 
and  never  come  near  me  a^ain.  You  have 
betrayed  your  brother  and  my  husband,  in 
your  attempt  to  betray  me.  Nothing  shall 
induce  me  to  speak  to  you  again.  I  deeply 
regret  that  I  have  been  deceived  into  caring 
for — yes,  sir,  make  the  most  of  that — caring 
for  a  villain.' 
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'  You  love  Lionel  still,'  said  Struan, 
turning. 

'  That  is  mean,'  she  said,  now  in  furious 
temper.  '  I  have  confessed  to  you  that  I 
have  a  horror  of  seeing  Lionel  in  his  hideous 
disfigurement,  and  you  have  cast  that  at  me. 
Lionel  would  never  have  behaved  as  you 
have.     lie  was  a  gentleman.' 

'  We  can  at  all  events  say  that  Lionel's 
wife  has  behaved  nobly,'  said  Struan,  and  so 
he  left  her. 
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CHAPTER      II, 


EDITHS    EESOLYE. 

Edith  fled  back  to  Grange  Garden  the  next 
day.  Slie  merely  told  Lady  Madeleine  and 
Lady  Alice  that  she  was  more  sick  of  the 
world  than  ever.  They  wondered  at  it  when 
they  saw  her  fine  new  dress  and  the  other 
things  which  she  had  brought  with  her ;  but 
they  took  it  all  as  a  matter  of  course  and 
welcomed  her. 

She  said  not  one  word  of  what  had  oc- 
curred to  her  in  London,  though,  to  tell  the 
truth,  Lady  Alice  was  dying  to  know,  and 
went  about  her  household  duties  muttering 
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some  very  strong  expressions  about  some 
'•  unholy  nlliancc,'  as  she  called  it,  and  ut- 
tering aloud  remarks  anything  but  compli- 
mentary to  Ignatius  Loyola. 

*  A  precious  deal  of  loyalty  there  was  in 
him,  I'll  go  bail,' she  said  to  Lady  Madeleine. 
*  He'd  have  drunk  the  Pope's  health  before 
the  King's,  I  have  no  doubt.  And  the 
founder  of  the  Inquisition,  too  !  Go  along 
Avilh  vou.' 

'  My  dear,  he  did  not  found  the  Inqui- 
sition ;  he  was  imprisoned  by  tlie  Inquisition 
<jn  a  c] large  of  witchcraft,'  said  Lady  Made- 
leine. 

'  AVell  done  they,'  said  Lady  Alice  ;  '  I 
never  ^ave  them  credit  for  so  much  sense. 
So  he  was  a  witch  according  to  3'our  own 
<-onfession.  I  have  little  doubt  that  Father 
Wilson  is  no  better  with  lum.' 

In  short.  Lady  Alice  was  not  to  be  argued 
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Avith,  and  ended  by  saying  '  they  were  all 
tarred  witli  the  same  stick.' 

Edith  had  subsided  into  the  routine  of 
tlie  Grange  ;  but  it  was  obvious  that  she 
was  very  miserable,  and  Avent  about  affliirs 
Inunbly  and  diligentl}^,  but  without  any 
activity.  They  expected  to  hear  of  a  pro- 
posal for  her  going  back  to  the  convent ; 
but  none  came  :  she  never  mentioned  the 
subject  now. 

One  morning  at  breakfast  there  came  a 
letter  in  a  strange  hand  to  Lady  Madeleine, 
which  she  laid  down  after  she  had  read  it, 
and  then  began  to  cry,  to  Lady  Alice's  infinite 
consternation  and  distress. 

Lady  Madeleine  said,  'George  Brans- 
combe  has  met  with  a  sad  accident.' 

'  Poor  fellow,  poor  fellow  !  I  am  so  very 
^orry.     I  wish  we  could  do  something.' 

The  letter  was  from  Arthur  Branscombe, 

c  2 
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announcing  George's  state.     He  had  delayed 
very  long  before    he  wrote  it,  for  reasons, 
which  he  has  never  divulged  to  the  world. 
Arthur,    as    the    subjoined    enclosure    will 
prove,  had  at  a  very  early  age  adopted  the 
phonetic  system  of  s})elling,  which  he  never 
after  abandoned.     Lady  Alice  read  it  aloud. 
'  Dear  Ants, — ('  As  if  one  was  an  insect,' 
said  Lady  Alice.)     I  am  sorry  to  inform  you 
that  my  Bother  George  ('  True  for  you,'  said 
Lady  Alice  ;  '  but  j-iju  should  not  c;ist  it  up 
now.')    has   met    with    an   Axadent,   and   I 
thought  that  it  would  please  you  aad  Lady 
Alice  to  hear  of  it   ('  Sorrow  a  one  of  us,' 
said  Lady  Alice.)  from  me  iiisted   ('That's- 
the  way  my  brother  Cornelius  spells  it,  and 
he  spells  potato  witli  the  e  r  at  the  end ;  he 
says  that  tlie  o  was  introduced  by  Cromwell, 
and    it's  odd  if  an  Irish  gentleman  of  his 
breeding  don't  know  how  to  s])ell  his  native 
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lang-ua^e.')  of  <T;ettins2j  vao-e  rumers.  The 
fift  and  six  ribs  have  been  fractured,  and  the 
fift  has  severely  lasserated  the  pleura,  and  we 
fear  penetrated  the  sellular  tissu  of  the  lung. 
('  Mercy  on  us  with  his  thieves'  Latin,'  said 
Lady  Alice.  '  Can't  he  talk  about  his  own 
brother's  body  in  decent  L-ish  ? ')  If  an 
ignorant  practishener  had  been  called  in,  he 
would  probably  have  ordered  him  to  be  shot 
at  once,  I  mean  would  have  given  up  hope, 
but  our  Good  Doctor  won't  give  up  even  now. 
I  sent  at  once  to  London  for  the  best  advice, 
{'  Why  didn't  the  noodle  send  to  Dublin  and 
get  a  real  doctor  ?  '  said  Lady  Alice  impa- 
tieiilly.)  and  Sir  Horace  Curtis  says  that  he 
may  linger  any  time,  but  that  if  he  does  get 
througli  it  ]ie  will  never  be  the  man  he  was 
before.  ('That's  blessed  news,  anyhow,' 
said  Lady  Alice.)     He  is   very  pashent,  and 
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desires  3'()iir  two  ladies  remembrance,  hoping 
that  you'll  forget  him  ('And  so  it's  only  the 
Irish  makes  bulls,  is  it? '  said  Lady  Alice.)  as. 
he  used  to  be.' 

'  I  see,'  concluded  Lady  Alice,  folding  up 
the  letter. 

'  Well  now,  Madeleine,'  said  Lady  Alice,, 
'  one  thing  is  perfectly  clear  to  me,  though  I 
am  no  kin  to  him, — that  it  is  I  ought  to- 
stJU't  off  directly  to  him,  and  not  you.  I  am 
stronger  than  you,  my  poor  dear,  and  more 
fit  to  20  throudi  with  it.  It's  clear  that  one 
of  us  must  20,  or  those  Eng-lish  doctors  will 
be  murderhig  the  young  man.' 

'  I  ouijht  to  20,  as  his  kinswoman,'  said 
Lady  Madeleine  ;  and  Lady  Alice  was  be- 
2innin2  to  ar^ue  with  her,  when  Edith,  who 
had  not  yet  spoken,  rose. 

'  Allow  me  to  observe,  my  dear  ladies,' 
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she  said  with  dignity,  '  that  you  are  neiUicr 
of  you  going  witli  my  consent.  George  is 
nearer  to  me  than  he  is  to  either  of  you,  for 
he  is  my  husband's  brother,  tlierefore  mine. 
1  am  o-oinf?  to  nurse  him.' 

'  You ! '  exclaimed  Lady  Ahce.  '  Edith, 
you  are  wholly  unfit  for  it.' 

'  Lady  Alice,'  she  said,  few  women  could 
be  fitter.  Shortly  after  I  left  the  Stephano- 
canthines,  and  came  back  to  the  old  ccnvent, 
I  was  detailed  for  a  year  to  Avork  in  the 
Brussels  hospitals  as  a  sister  of  mercy.  Such 
a  course  is  very  frequently  taken  with  sisters 
of  our  order  who  have  been  married.  I 
fancy  that  you  will  find  few  professed  nurses 
better  than  myself.' 

'  Why,  this  comes  exactly  as  it  should  bo,' 
said  Lady  Alice. 

'  I  am  sure  it  does.  At  work  by  the 
sick-bed  I  shall  be  as  busy  and  peaceful  as  I 


24  THE   GRANGE   GARDEN. 

can  be  aiiy\vliGre  ;  and  there  is  a  sanctity  in 
sickness  and  possible  death  ^vhich  is  as  great 
a  protection  as  ten  feet  thick  of  stone.  I  saw 
that  for  myself  during  the  riots.' 

'  Go  at  once,  my  dear,'  said  Lad}^  Made- 
leine ;  '  and  God  go  witJi  you.' 

'  And  may  He  stay  with  you,'  said  Edith. 
'  I  have  the  right  to  wear  a  lay  sister's  dress, 
and  I  shall  go  in  that.' 

The  preparations  Avere  very  simple,  and 
quickly  made.  Lady  Alice  sniffed  a  little 
when  she  saw  Edith  in  her  sister's  dress  of 
dark  \  iolet,  with  a  rosary  and  cross  at  her 
girdle,  her  hair  completely  hidden,  and  a 
white  cloth  over  her  forehead,  under  her 
hood.  But  she  said  that  sl;e  Avas  so  at  home 
in  the  dress  that  it  made  her  feel  free  and 
fear](.'ss,  and  indeed  slie  looked  so. 

Farmer  Ilicks  deponed  in  the  public- 
house  parlour  that  night  that  he  had  seen  a 
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real  popish  imn,  with  a  hassock  siicli  as  the 
rector  wore  on  Siinda}'?,  and  a  rosemary  (he 
meant,  possibly,  cassock  and  rosary),  leave 
the  Grange  Garden  in  one  of  Squire  Wo- 
therston's  carriages.  But  nobody  l^elieved 
liim. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

ARTHUR    AS    NURSE. 

Affairs  liad  gone  on  in  a  very  dull  manner 
at  Pollint2;ton.  Since  the  time  when  Georo-e 
had  been  carried  up  on  the  sofa  into  his 
brother's  bedroom  he  liad  never  moved, 
except  wlien  tlie  sofa  was  taken  away  and  he 
was  ])laccd  on  a  small  truckle  bed  at  the  foot 
of  Arthur's. 

lie  was  very  patient,  and  he  never  com- 
])laiiied.  Wlien  the  great  London  surgeon 
(^ame  down  and  examined  him,  he  asked  him 
quietly  and  alone  if  he  was  going  to  die. 
The  great  man,  no  other  than  the  untame- 
able  surgeon,  said  that  he  coidd  not  be  sure- 
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'  I  tell  you  fairly,  Mr.  Braiiscombe,'  he 
said,  '  that  your  situation  is  precarious,  and 
that  if  I  were  in  your  position  I  should  make 
my  will.' 

'  I  haven't  got  anything  to  leave,'  said 
George.  '  I  gambled  it  all  away,  except  my 
watch,  and  I  gave  that  to  my  sister,  the  day 
she  was  married.' 

'  Ah  well,  then  there  is  no  necessit}'  for 
you  to  exert  yourself,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  I  say,  Sir  Horace,'  asked  George^ 
'  what  happens  to  j^ou  after  you  do  die  ? 
Do  you  go  to  hell  ?  ' 

'  Some  people  go  to  heaven,'  said  Sir 
Horace.     '  Those  who  repent  go  to  heaven.' 

'  I've  repented,'  said  George ;  '  but  I 
doubt  they  wouldn't  have  me.  And  I 
shouldn't  like  it  either,  I  dare  say.'  He  laid 
his  head  down,  and  said  no  more. 

We    read  in  the  '  Spectator '    the  otlier 
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day  liow  Miiios,  tlie  French  performing  clog, 
when  his  mistress  lay  dead  of  starvation  in 
the  siege  of  Paris,  broiiuht  all  his  tricks  to 
the  dead  g^irl's  side  and  went  through  them, 
seeing  if  that  would  arouse  her.  Arthur 
Brauscombe,  that  lumbering  and  stupid 
English  mastiff,  did  very  much  the  same 
thing  by  his  still  living  brother  George. 

'  Keep  hini  amused,  sir,'  were  Sir 
Horace's  last  words ;  '  much  depends  on 
that.'  And  Arthur,  who  had  a  strong  sense 
that  he  was  not  at  all  an  amusing  person, 
save  when  people  laughed  at  him,  set 
himself  to  the  task. 

It  was  so  strange  to  him  that  this  should 
have  happened  to  George.  If  it  had  happened 
to  himself,  he  would  have  thought  for  less  of 
it ;  but  that  George,  so  full  of  vivacity  and 
vitality,  sljould  be  stricken  down  like  this, 
puzzled  him  utterly.     '  It  wasn't   his  turn, 
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you  know,'  he  said  to  liimself;  'it  was. 
mine.'  But  George  must  be  amused,  and 
Arthur  Branscombe  buckled  to  the  task. 

Tlie  first  mornino:,  after  hsteninir  throuoh 
tlie  Avatclies  of  the  night  to  George's  heavy 
breathing,  he  got  up  very  early  and  came  to 
George's  bedside  with  a  pack  of  cards, 
proposing  ecarte ;  but  George  would  not 
even  play  ecarte,  in  which  game  he  knew  he 
must  win.  And  Arthur  was  \ery  heavy- 
hearted  about  it,  arg-uini]^  that  Geor^'e  must 
be  worse  than  they  wanted  to  make  him 
out. 

He  went  out  into  the  stable-yard,  and 
saw  to  everything  in  silence,  without  a 
remark.  The  grooms  were  silent  too, 
wondering  to  see  Arthur  so  very  grave. 

The  stud-groom  found  a  voice.  '  How 
is  Mr.  George,  sir  ?  '  he  said. 

'  I  am  afraid  he's  very  bad,'  said  Arthur,, 
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glad  to  talk  to  some  one.  '  He  won't  play 
cards  with  me.' 

The  stud-groom  looked  very  grave.  He 
aro-ucd  that  Mr.  Georn;e  must  be  very  ill 
indeed. 

'  If  anytliing-  liappens  to  George,'  said 
Arthur,  '  I  shall  lose  a  true  and  good 
friend  ;  the  best  I  ever  had.  I  don't  say 
that  he  was  up  to  the  governor's  mark,  but 
he  miuht  have  been.' 

The  stud-groom  was  of  the  same  opinion, 
inwardly.  George  Branscombe,  he  thought, 
might  have  developed  into  exaetly  such  a 
godless  old  rascal  as  his  father,  liad  time 
and  money  been  allowed  liim.  But  of  this 
lie  said  nothing. 

Arthur  went  back  to  George,  and 
carried  liim  Ijreakfast,  wliich  Georu'e 
inanaLred  to  eat. 

'  You  have  LJ'ot  to  be  amused.  GeorGje,' 
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]ie  said.  '  I  wish  you  would  try  a  game  of 
cribbage.' 

'I  think  I  should  like  that,  Arthur,' 
said  George.  'We  are  a  good  match,  but 
we  need  not  play  for  money.  Let  us  play 
for  counters,  and  you  chalk  up  the  score. 
If  it  goes  against  me,  I  can  pay ;  but  don't  let 
us  play  high.  And  mind  you  play  your  best, 
or  I  shall  see  it,  and  take  no  interest  in  it.' 

So  Arthur  sat  by  him  and  played  crib- 
bage all  the  morning;  and  they  talked 
about  the  horses,  and  possibly  conspired 
slightly  about  the  sale  of  some  of  them.  A 
godless  pair.^  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that ; 
for  Arthur  was  playing  cribbage  to  please 
his  brother,  and  liis  brother  was  refusiiio-  to 
gamble  because  he  knew  that  Arthur  Avas 
trying  to  please  him.  They  were  not 
utterly  godless,  though  the  day  w;is  un- 
fortunately Sunday. 
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People  can't  i)lay  cribbage  for  ever,  and 
Geom'e  said  lie  would  like  to  read.  On 
being  asked  what,  lie  mentioned  liis  Bible  ; 
I  mean  lih  Bible — that  is  to  say,  Blaine's 
'  Em'al  Sports.'  Arthur  at  once  volunteered 
to  read  it  to  him. 

Arthur's  reading  aloud  was  of  the 
Sunday-school  kind.  When  he  read  tO' 
himself  he  understood  the  matter  in  hand ; 
but  when  he  read  aloud  the  whole  sense  of 
it  left  him,  and  he  went  on  in  a  steady 
staccato,  pausing  sometimes  to  spell  the 
words  so  familiar  to  him  in  print,  but  so- 
strange  in  sound,  and  making  a  mess  of  it — 
'  forelock  '  for  'fetlock,'  as  an  example. 

GeorfTe  saw  tliat  he  was  tiring  himself  in 
his  good-nature,  and  said  that  he  would  take 
the  l)Ook  and  read  himself  to  sleep.  Arthur 
jnit  it  open  on  his  chest. 

It  was  a  heavy  book,  and  George  gave  a 
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groan.  It  was  evident  that  he  could  not 
support  it.  Arthur  took  it  away  from  him, 
and  went  out  of  the  room  with  it.  It  was  a 
very  precious  book  to  Arthur,  and  he  had 
had  it  sumptuously  bound  at  some  expense  ; 
but  he  simply  went  away  and  cut  it  to 
pieces,  so  that  George  might  read  it  a  sheet 
at  a  time,  without  the  weight  of  it  on  his 
chest. 

When  he  brought  back  the  first  sheet, 
George  pressed  the  hand  which  gave  it,  but 
said  nothing.  And  so  he  lay  in  his  little 
truckle  bed,  at  his  brother's  feet,  readino-  of 
&ports  and  pastimes  which  he  knew  he  never 
could  enjoy  in  this  world  or  in  the  next. 
J3ut  it  did  him  good.  lie  rode  after  foxes 
in  imagination;  he  shot  partridges;  he 
trained  horses,  and  won  large  sums  with 
them  (which  he  gave  always  now  to 
Arthur) ;  and  went  l_)ack  thirty  3^ears  to  the 
VOL.  III.  D 
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time  when  Arthur  tau!T;ht  him  to  swim.  He 
caught  so  uiany  trout  one  morning,  that 
'»Yhen  Artliur  came  to  him,  he  earnestly 
desired  liim  to  briu"'  liim  certain  drawers^ 
from  his  own  room  at  once. 

'We  don't  know  what  may  happen, 
Arthur,'  he  said  eagerly;  'and  I  should  like 
to  tie  you  a  fcAv  flies  before  I  go.  There  is 
no  one  in  Gloucestershire  can  tie  the  real 
Devon  dundrake  as  I  can,  and  it  kills  as 
well  here  as  there.' 
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CHAPTER    IV. 
EDITH   T.\KE3    LT   HER    POSITIOX. 

A  FLY  drove  np  the  avenue  at  Pollinp:ton, 
and  came  to  the  door.  No  one  had  noticed 
it;  but  the  butler,  liearing  the  door-bell 
rung  pretty  sharply,  came  into  the  hnll 
putting  on  his  coat.  To  his  astonishment  he 
found  a  reliuious  Avoman,  whom  he  took  to 
be  one  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  the  poor,  who 
occasionally  came  that  way,  standing  in  the 
hall,  with  two  boxes,  paying  the  fly-man 
deliberately,  and  giving  him  a  shilling  over 
his  fare. 

'Where   is   3'our    master?'    she    asked. 
'  Why  did  you  not  answer  the  bell  before?' 

D  2 


36  THE   GRANGE  GARDEN. 

'  My  master  is  upstairs  with  INIr.  George, 
said  the  butler. 

'  Go  and  tell  him  that  his  sister  is  here,' 
said  Edith.  '  Or  stay, — what  room  is  he 
hi?' 

'  He  is  witli  Mr.  George  in  his  own 
hedroom,  Miss.' 

'  Madam,  you  mean,  I  suppose,'  said 
Edith.  'I  know  the  room;  I  Avill  go  up 
there.  Leave  my  boxes  here  just  now,  for  I 
ilo  not  know  which  room  I  shall  want. 
How  is  Mr.  George?' 

'He  is  nuich  the  same,  Madam.' 

'  Ah ! '  she  said,  and  passed  up  the 
staircase,  pausing  half-way  up  to  say  to  the 
butler,  '  Tell  the  housekeeper  I  shall  want 
her  in  about  ten  minutes,  will  you  ?  '  And 
then  she  went  up,  and  seemed  to  know  her 
way. 

Arthur  and    George  were   playing  dili- 
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gently  at  cribbage,  George  being  slightly 
lield  up  in  his  bed  by  pillows,  which  Arthur 
had  put  under  him.  Arthur  had  pegged 
too  few  holes,  and  George  had  appropriated 
them  with  great  glee.  (I  believe  that  is  the 
rule  of  the  game,  though  I  may  be  in  error.) 
Arthur  was  considerino;  over  the  matter 
when  there  came  a  knock  at  the  door. 

'  Come  in  ! '  roared  Arthur.  '  Is  that 
the  beef-tea,  old  woman  ?  ' 

'A  letter  from  Lady  Madeleine  Howard,' 
said  a  strange  voice,  through  the  partly 
opened  door.     '  Come  and  take  it.' 

Arthur  went  to  the  door,  and  confronted 
a  nun,  as  he  supposed,  Avhich  nun  said  to 
him, 

'  Are  not  vou  eoin^  to  kiss  me,  Arthur? 
I  am  Lionel's  wife,  Edith,  and  Lady  Made- 
leine has  sent  me  to  nurse  Georo;e.' 

Arthur  stood  with  the  letter  in  his  hand 
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in  a  state  of  collapse.  She  passed  him,  and 
Aveut  up  to  George's  bed. 

'  Dear  George,'  she  said,  '  we  have  been 
so  sorry.  Lady  Madeleine  and  Lady  Alice 
Avere  contending:  which  of  them  should  come, 
but  I  soon  showed  them  that  the  riuht  was 
mine,  as  you  were  nearer  to  me  than  either 
of  them,  and  that  I  was  a  trained  nurse. 
WJiat  were  you  doing  when  I  came  in  ?  ' 

'  I  am  afraid  that  I  was  playing  cards 
with  my  Ijrother,'  said  George,  abashed. 

'  Arthur,  do  come  and  finish  the  jjame 
with  your  Ijrother  wliile  I  see  to  things. 
You  have  never  kissed  me,  ^;o  I  shall  kiss 
George.  George,  your  head  is  too  high  : 
when  you  play  your  cards  Avith  Arthiu'  you 
should  have  a  board  to  play  on.  For  the 
life  of  me,  I  never  could  play  cards ;  we  had 
tliem  at  the  convent  in  old  times,  but  we 
used  to  tell  our  fortunes  on  tJiem.     Arthur 
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•clear,  when  you  find  j'onr  brains  would  you 
ring  for  the  housekeeper  ?  ' 

Arthur  thus  appealed  to,  holding  the 
unopened  letter  from  Lady  Madeleine  in  his 
hand,  looked  solemnly  round  the  room  twice, 
and  then  walked  out  of  the  door  without 
.saying  one  single  word. 

'  Is  he  ang;rv,  George  ?  '  asked  Edith,  as 
£iie  re-adjusted  his  pillows. 

'  Bless  you,  no,'  said  George ;  '  he  will 
never  be  angry  again  in  his  life.  When 
btruan  came,  that  began  to  change  him  ; 
k\vA  when  he  found  out  that  Cross  was  a 
skunk,  that  changed  him  more  :  and  no^v  he 
knows  that  I  am  to  die  he  is  quite  another 
man.' 

'  You  are  not  o-oino;  to  die,  Georo-e,'  slie 
said.  '  Where  is  your  nurse  ?  I  must  speak  to 
her.     She  is  a  very  good  one.' 

'  I  have  none,'  said  George.     '  lie  has 


40  THE    GRANGE  GARDEN. 

never  allowed  a  woman  in  the  room.  He 
has  done  everything  himself.  Do  you  say 
that  I  am  not  to  die  ? ' 

'  I  think  not,'  she  said  ;  '  if  we  can  keep 
you  quiet,  all  will  be  well  yet.  I  will  nurse 
you  carefully,  and  read  to  you,  and  we  shall 
[)ull  through.' 

'  I  know  we  shall  not,'  said  George  ;  '  but 
you  make  me  feel  reconciled  to  it,  for  all 
tJiat.     Here's  Arthur.' 

Arthur  had  been  putting  his  wits  to  work 
and  tliinking  steadily  and  slowly.  The  result, 
of  his  cogitations  was  that  he  appeared  in 
the  room  with  a  large  glass  of  port  wme  and 
a  biscuit  on  a  plate.  These  he  offered 
silently  to  Edith,  who  thanked  him  and  took 
them. 

'  This  is  extremely  kind  of  you,'  he  said. 
'  I  feel  it  very  deeply.  I  sqc  hope  in  your 
face,  and  begin  to  feel  it  myself.     We  can 
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make  this  arrangement,  my  clear  Editli :  you 
take  lum  in  the  daytime,  and  I  ^vill  see  to 
him  at  niglit.  I  have  settled  your  room  with 
the  housekeeper  :  it  is  close  by  and  you  will 
find  her  outside.' 

On  going  out  she  found  the  housekeeper,, 
and  was  rather  doubtful  about  her  reception,, 
but  her  fears  were  soon  dispelled. 

'Ah,  madam  ! '  said  the  old  lady,  '  I  re- 
member you  so  well,  and  I  thank  Heaven 
tliat  you  have  come.  Here  is  a  blessed 
change  come  over  master.  It  bc^aii  when 
Mr.  Struan  began  to  come,  and  it  has  been 
going  on  ever  since.  I  always  loved  Mr. 
Artlnn-  since  I  nursed  him,  and  I  was  sure 
there  was  no  real  harm  in  him,  and  that  he 
would  come  round, — but  Mr.  George,  that 
he  should  change  so  ;  "I  am  going  to  die, 
Mrs.  Dickson,"  he  said  to  me  only  yesterday,. 
*'  but  don't  let  Arthur   know   it ;  he  will  be 


42  THE   GRANGE   GARDEN. 

SO  awfully  cut  up  when  it  does  happen  that 
there  is  no  use  anticipating."  Yes,  there  is 
a  chano'e  here,  and  all  Mr.  Struan's  doinix. 
Cross  w^oidd  have  kei)t  them  fighting  and 
bickering  for  his  own  purposes — it  was  Mr. 
Struan  made  the  peace,  blessings  on  him  for 
it!' 

'  Does  he  come  much  here,  then  ?  '  said 
Edith,  greatly  surprised. 

'  Xot  so  much  just  lately,  madam;  he 
has  been  twice  since  Mr.  George  was  hurt,, 
but  he  seems  to  have  a  great  deal  of  business 
elsewhere  just  now.' 

'  If  he  does  come,'  thought  Edith,  '  he 
will  hardly  trouble  me  while  I  am  on  my 
present  errand  and  in  this  dress.' 

So  a  mehujcholy  quiet  peace  settled 
down  upon  the  house,  and  all  the  brutal 
passions    which   had  once  disturbed  it  were 
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stilled  for  ever.  Striiaii  liad  be^iiii  the 
work,  and  Edith  liad  completed  it. 

Lionel  and  Struan  were  together  in  the 
chambers  at  the  Albany,  which  were  occu- 
lted l)y  one,  but  very  much  used  by  the 
other.  '  I  have  got  such  good  news  for  you, 
brother,' said  Struan.  'Edith  has  gone  off 
to  Pollington  to  luu'se  GeorQ;e,  and  Arthur 
has  received  her  with  the  greatest  affection.' 

'  I  am  glad  indeed,'  said  Lionel.  '  We 
shall  o-et  some  <j;ood  out  of  the  Grano;o 
Oarden  yet.' 
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CHArTEPt   V. 

CROSS    IX    TROUBLE. 

Leaving  the  quiet  house  at  rolhngton^ 
Avhere  Edith  -^vas  completing  the  work 
begun  by  Struan,  and  awakening  the 
darkened  soul  of  tlie  poor  outcast  George, 
teaching  him  to  look  on  that  eternity  which 
seemed  so  near  Avith  an  ever-growing  hope^ 
we  must  turn  to  a  very  different  subject — to 
that  of  the  murderer  Cross,  on  whom  God 
had  set  his  brand  witli  fearful  distinctness. 

'Murder I' — yes.  He  liad  contemplated 
the  crime  long,  and  now  he  had  accom- 
])lished  it.      And  as  his  sense  told  him  in 
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the  Avatches  of  tlie  niglit  it  was  no  ordinary 
murder,  but  one  most  foul,  treacherous, 
unprovoked,  and  imgratefid.  He  whose 
heart — ahnost  alone  among;  men — had  oiven 
him  love,  whose  hand  had  loaded  him  ^vith 
favours,  was  ruthlessly  and  shamefully 
assassinated.  It  would  not  do  to  think 
about  it,  and  yet  he  could  think  of  little 
else.  Arthur  was  fully  avenged  had  he 
cared  to  know  the  fact. 

One  of  the  crowning  horrors  of  his 
situation  was  this — day  after  day  passed 
and  he  could  train  no  tidin2;s  of  Arthur's 
death.  He  had  dexterously  placed  the 
poison — enough  Scheelc's  jirussic  acid  to 
kill  ten  men — in  a  place  where  Arthur 
would  certainly  find  it  and  use  it,  the 
next  morning.  His  theory  was  this,  that 
Arthur  would  miss  his  attar  of  lose  bottle 
the   first   morning,  ond   think   that  George 
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had  borrowed  it.  George's  dressing-case 
liad  long  been  a  thing  of  the  past,  and 
George  habitually  used  his  brother's ;  in 
fact,  there  had  been  a  few  words  in  old 
times  about  one  of  the  gold  tops  being 
nrissinn;.  Missino:  the  bottle,  Arthur  w^ould 
u'o  to  Georo;e's  room  and  ask  for  it ;  Geors^e 
Avould  deny  having  had  it,  and  Arthur, 
thinking  that  George  was  lying,  would  say 
uo  more  about  it,  and  go  without — probably 
uientioniiig  his  loss  to  the  butler  with  very 
uncomplimentary  remarks  about  George. 
The  next  morning — so  his  ghastly  sketch 
went  on — Arthur  Avould  find  that  George 
had  replaced  it,  would  curse  his  brother  for 
a   clumsy  cheat,  and  put  it  to  his  lips,  and 

then 

lie  used  to  try  to  stop  here,  but  the 
horror  was  that  he  could  not ;  his  very 
medical  knowledi^e  assisted  in  the  Nemesis  : 
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lie  liad  once  seen  a  man  do  it,  a  man  who 
liad  been  mined,  and  had,  Hke  Londonderry, 
done  it  in  the  presence  of  his  doctor,  because 
apparently  he  was  afraid  to  do  it  alone. 
Cross  saw  it  all  before  him — the  short  run, 
the  heavy  crashing  fall,  the  quiver  of  tho 
limbs,  and  the  horrible  silence.  Cross  saw  it 
all  happen  again  a  dozen  times  a  day  ;  but  the 
face  which  he  had  turned  over  and  looked  into 
with  scientific  curiosity  was  now  changed 
into  that  of  Arthur  Branscombe :  the  dead 
eyes  which  had  stared  so  strangely  at  him 
were  not  those  of  a  comparative  stranger, 
but  those  of  liis  lovinij-  and  trustini?  friend. 

Did  he  repent  ?  Kot  for  one  instant : 
the  blasphemous  sentence  which  was  con- 
tinually on  his  lips  was  '  I  wish  to  God  it 
was  over.' 

But  days  went  on,  and  no  news  came : 
he  used  to  be  at  the  newspaper  shop  the 


48  THE  GRANGE  GARDEN. 

first  tiling;  in  the  mornini]^  to  2!;et  tho  '  Times,' 
and  tear  it  eagerly  open,  running  his  fevered 
eye  from  column  to  column  to  find  the 
intelligence  which  lie  knew  must  come,  but 
which  never  came. 

And  now  a  new  phase  of  his  hell  upon 
earth  began.  George,  poor  fellow,  had  seen 
enough  of  rascality,  and  heard  enough  of 
Cross  from  some  very  loose  fish  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, to  suspect  him  of  any  villainy; 
and  had,  as  we  have  seen  before,  sketched 
out  Cross's  line  of  a'^tion  with  sinujular 
correctness,  for  he  was  not  deficient  in 
imagination,  as  his  creditors  well  knew. 
Cross  as  nearly  as  possible  carried  out  this 
programme,  but  he  got  scared  by  Arthin^'s 
Avaking  suddenly  (as  he  thought),  and 
hurried  tlie  finale^  losing  his  presence  of 
mind  so  far  as  to  unlock  the  door  from  the 
iaside  ;  a  thing  which  he  remembered  after- 
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wards.  If  matters  went  well  now,  Artliur 
would  go,  and  George  would  almost  certainly 
suffer,  but — was  it  all  discovered  ?  Had 
Arthur  seen  him  take  the  bottle  ?  Had 
Arthur  found  out  that  he  had  been  in  liis 
room  again  and  liad  replaced  it  ?  '  That 
way  lies  madness  '  and  ruin  of  all  kinds. 
Yet  he  could  remember  nothino;  in  Arthur's 
manner  when  they  parted  which,  in  his 
calmer  moments,  disquieted  him.  He  could 
not  think  it. 

During  all  tins  agony  of  anxiety  he  had 
to  go  through  tlie  usual  routine  of  his 
practice,  and  he  had  additional  causes  of 
worr}'.  He  had  lost  some  money,  and  had 
had  to  violate  the  rights  of  hospitality  so  far 
as  to  remove  some  of  Arthur's  jewels — the 
mysterious  disappearance  of  Gabriel  into 
safer    quarters     giving    him     an    excellent 

VOL.  III.  E 
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opportunity   for    doing   so.      He    now  lost 
more. 

One  morning  his  servant  came  in  with  a 
letter — a  very  short  one,  which  Cross  read 
and  threw  in  the  fire.  He  then  said  to  his 
servant, 

'  You  don't  look  well  this  mornino-, 
John.' 

'  I  feel  quite  well,  sir,'  said  the  servant 
smiling.  Indeed  he  was  a  picture  of  good 
looks,  good  health,  and  vivacity,  for  Cross 
liked  good-looking  people  about  him. 

Cross  had  no  more  to  sa}',  but  if  that 
young  man  had  been  induced  to  take  physic 
that  morning  he  would  probably  have  died 
of  decline  in  three  weeks  or  so,  althouo'h  his 
lungs  were  as  sound  as  tlie  best  of  any  of 
my  reader's.  He  is  a  diligent  young  man, 
and  is  now  married  and  keeping  a  small 
private  hotel,  which  he  started  by  selling  the 
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policy  originally  made  on  his  life  by  Cross. 
He  little  dreams  how  near  he  was  coming  to 
a  bad  end  by  the  hand  of  his  beloved 
Doctor,  in  whom  he  insists  on  believing'' 
firmly  to  this  day. 

For  the  letter  which  he  had  received 
was  of  such  a  nature  that  the  frank  trusting 
face  of  his  servant  might  have  pleaded  in 
vain  with  him.  He  ^vas  ruined.  He  -went 
to  the  city,  and  saw  his  old  friend  Bursten- 
bero^.  It  was  all  true  :  Burstenberg  himself 
was  hit,  but  he  could  stand  it. 

'  We  are  in  the  same  boat,  my  dear 
Cross,'  he  ■  said.  '  We  have  been  in  the 
same  boat  before,'  he  added  significantly ; 
and  then  used  some  religious  expression 
which  showed  Cross  that  his  religion  (of 
which  he  knew)  was  Eoman  Catholic  (a 
thing  -which  surprised  him). 

What  was  to  be  done  now  ?     Althoudi 

E  2 
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he  had  lost  every  farthing  of  his  savings^ 
five  or  six  hundred  pounds  would  pull  him 
throuo'h.  There  were  two  thino;s,  and  twa 
onl}',  to  think  about.  Striian  would  pay  ta 
have  Lionel  kept  quiet — he  had  admitted 
that ;  that  was  one  thing ;  and  his  servant's. 
life  policy  was  another.  The  last  was  ex- 
tremely dangerous  in  his  present  state  of 
nerve  ;  and,  supreme  master  of  drugs  as  he 
was,  would  take  time.  The  former  was  the 
quickest  and  easiest  thing. 

What  saved  his  servant's  life  was  this 
singular  conduct  on  tlie  part  of  that  un- 
accountable beinii'  Arthur.  The  next  morn- 
ing  Cross  received  a  letter  fi'om  the  mur- 
dered man,  giving  him  a  long  account  of 
Georn;e's  accident,  with  an  elaborate  diac;- 
nosis  of  it,  which  made  Cross  laugh,  the  lirst 
time  f  )r  a  week  or  so.  Artliur's  diaij-nosis 
was  to  Cross's  scientific  eye  th:it  of  a  veteri- 
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iiary  surgeon.  We  will  not  inflict  Aitliur's 
spelling  on  tlic  reader  again. 

'  I  don't  know,'  concluded  Arthur,  '  so 
much  about  hmnan  pathology  as  you  do, 
but  I  know  a  g;ood  deal  about  horse  doctor- 
insx  and  doo;  doctorino;.  I  tell  you  fliirly, 
my  dear  Cross,  that  after  I  had  examined 
George,  I  said  to  myself,  "  If  you  were  a  dog 
■of  mine,  I  should  give  you  a  dose  of  poison." 

'  Come  down  and  see  me  :  but  I  tell  you 
one  thino;,  don't  g;o  near  Geor(?e  :  he  does 
not  like  you,  and  it  would  do  him  no  good. 
When  the  accident  happened  I  did  not 
Ivnow  where  you  were,'  (oh,  Arthur ! 
Arthur!)  'and  I  sent  for  Sir  Horace  Curtis. 
He  is  coming  again  to-morrow.  Try  to 
aiieet  him  in  consultation.' 

Sir  Horace  Curtis  was  the  gentleman 
whom  we  liave  previously  called  '  the  un- 
tameable   surgeon.'      Cross   telegraphed   to 
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say  that  lie  could  not  possibly  come  before 
the  clay  after,  and  having  sent  off  the  tele- 
gram sat  down  to  think.  The  result  of  his. 
thought  was  that  he  sent  another  telegram^ 
to  say  that  he  found  that  he  could  be  at 
Pohington  by  the  nine-forty  train,  and 
desired  Arthur  to  send  the  brougham  for 
him. 

'  I  am  half  mad,'  he  said,  '  to  think  of 
funkin<:j  that  old  dof?.  I  must  meet  him 
boldly.  And  I  must  find  out  the  mystery 
of  this  break-down.  Arthur,  my  boy,  yoii 
shan't  escape  me  twice  like  this.  I  cannot 
understand  it.  However,  I  am  relieved 
from  the  purgatory  of  the  last  three  weeks.. 
I  am  as  v/ell  with  you  as  ever,  it  seems.  I 
shall  have  to  borrow  five  hundred  ])Ounds 
of  you,  my  friend,  and  then  we  shall  be 
quits.' 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

CROSS    RETURXS    TO    FOLLIXGTOX. 

As  of  old,  Artliiir's  broughani  met  Cross ; 
as  of  old,  Arthur  met  Cross  at  the  hall  door. 
Arthur  said,  '  I  missed  j'ou,  Cross ;  there  is 
no  fellow  such  good  company  as  you.  So  I 
sent  for  you.' 

He  was  tellinir  the  actual  truth,  stranj^e 
to  say.  Cross  had  been  his  only  friend  for 
so  many  years,  that  even  now,  when  he 
knew  that  the  man  had  made  a  shameful 
desicfn  au'ainst  his  life,  he  wanted,  as  he  put 
it  to  himself,  '  to  have  another  turn  with  old 
Cross.'     He  really  was  very  glad  to  see  him 
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again.  '  After  all,'  said  Arthur,  'it  was  I  put 
the  temptation  in  his  way  by  telling  him 
about  that  will.  I  will  treat  him  as  if  I 
knew  nothino; :  it  seems  a  shame  to  let  the 
old  fellow  in  so,  after  he  has  let  himself 
in  so  deep.  But  he  deserves  anything, 
and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  his  com- 
pany.' 

'  And  how  is  poor  dear  George  ?  '  said 
Cross. 

'  I  should  say  that  poor  dear  George 
was  devilish  bad,'  replied  Arthur.  'Edith 
says  that  he  had  a  little  relapse  this  morn- 
ing :  nothing  to  signify,  only  slight.' 

'  Edith  ! '  said  Cross  ;  '  who  is  she  ?  ' 

'  She  is  Lionel's  wife.  They  didn't  hit  it 
off,  those  two ;  and  Edith  turned  monk,  or 
something ;  and  now  she  is  come  here  to 
nm'se  George.' 

That  Arthur  could  be  purposely  stupid, 
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Cross  well  knew.  He  suspected  tliat  such 
was  the  case  now. 

'  Then  Lionel's  wife  is  here.^'  said  Cross. 

'  Yes ;  she  watches  Georire  all  day,  and 
I  watch  him  all  nio-ht.  She  is  an  excellent 
nurse,  but  she  can't  play  cribbage.  She 
reads  him  holy  books,  you  know ;  and  he 
seems  to  like  it  just  as  well.' 

'  And  where  is  Lionel  ?  ' 

'  Lionel ! '  said  George  ;  '  wh}^,  Lionel  is 
in  hiding  for  fear  of  you.' 

'  He  had  better  remain  so,'  said  Cross. 

'  There  is  Sir  Horace  Curtis.' 

The  old  man  came  into  the  room  hur- 
riedly, and  confronted  Cross. 

'Are  you  here.  Cross .^'  lie  said.  'TJiat 
is  a  godsend.  Look  here.  Cross,  I  should 
have  been  hunting  all  over  London  for  you 
tliis  afternoon.  I  have  got  a  case  of  inci- 
pient tetanus,  rapidly  growing  acute.     What 
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icas  your  treatment  in  your  great  case  at 
St.  Swithin's?  My  clear  fellow,  you  know 
enough  about  drugs  to  poison  tlie  whole 
community  without  detection  :  do  assist  a 
hostile  fellow-practitioner  to  save  a  human 
life.' 

'  I,'  said  Cross,  with  dignity,  '  had  the 
courage  to  exhibit  Brucine  Avith  a  boldness 
whicli  I  fear  you  do  not  possess.  I  will  write 
you  tlic  prescription  if  you  desire  :  only  if 
you  poison  the  man,  pray  say  a  word  for  me.' 

'  Oh,  never  mind  Avords,  Cross,'  said  Sir 
Horace.  '  We  all  know  that  you  can  kill  a 
man  or  cure  a  man  as  you  like.  And  you 
liave  cured  more  than  you  have  killed — 
more  than  most  of  us  can  say.  Write  it  out 
for  me  wliile  I  go  in  and  see  this  young 
squire.' 

Cross  was  immensely  relie\ed,  tliougli 
tlic  untameable  Sir  Horace  had  been  rude 
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to  liim.  He  liad  received  a  liigli  compli- 
ment ;  and  as  for  rudeness,  Sir  Horace  was 
nide  to  everybody. 

'  I  am  glad  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Branscombe,' 
said  Sir  Horace,  '  that  your  brother  is  going 
on  well.  I  don't  suppose  that  lie  will  live 
very  long  ;  but  if  he  is  not  disturbed  he  will 
get  about  again  before  he  dies.  That  is  a 
good  nurse  you  have  got  in  there.  She 
knows  her  work.     Catholic  ? 

'  She  is  my  brother  Lionel's  wife,'  said 
Arthur. 

'  Brother  Lionel ! '  said  Sir  Horace.  '  I 
see.  Man  who  fouirlit  the  duel.  Prettiest 
o-un-shot  wound  you  ever  saw  in  your  liie. 
Cross.  Two  n:iolars  out  and  a  bit  of  the 
iaAv-bone  as  bi^  as  your  little  llno'cr.  I  used 
to  o-o  down  to  Grang;e  Garden  at  Weston  to 
attend  him.  I  tinkered  him  up  pretty  well 
at  last.     Did  he  die,  Mr.  Branscombe?  ' 
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*  No,'  said  Arthur ;  '  he  is  ahve  still ; 
but  we  do  not  kiiOAv  where  he  is.' 

'  Won't  show,  eh  ?  Can  quite  conceive 
it.  Must  have  been  a  handsome  fellow. 
And  so  that  was  his  Avife  ?  Fifty  pounds, 
my  dear .  sir,  no  ;  five-and-twenty.  Give 
the  other  half  to  Cross  for  the  prescrip- 
tion Avliich  he  has  siven  me.  Mv  dear 
Cross,  if  I  ])oison  my  patient  we  will  be 
hung  together  like  gentlemen,'  And  so  the 
untameable  surcceon  shook  hands  with  Cross, 
because  he  had  a  high  scientific  opinion  of 
him.  He  considered  that  Cross's  manipula- 
tion of  drugs  was  second  to  none  in  Europe. 
And  as  his  present  patient,  with  incipient 
tetanus,  had  not  made  a  ^vill  in  Cross's 
favour,  he  felt  himself  safe. 

It-  may  be  mentioned  tljat  Sir  Horace's 
important  patient  with  the  incipient  tetanus, 
was  a  very  drunken  chimney-sweeper,  Avho 
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had  stabbed  himself  between  the  fiiifrer  and 
thumb  with  an  oyster  knife,  trying  to  open 
the  bivalves  at  two  o'clock  in  the  mornino-. 
It  was  all  the  same  to  Sir  Horace.  He  was 
a  good  case  :  and  as  for  Cross,  Sir  Horace 
considered  himself  to  be  in  hii>-h  luck  in 
meeting  Avitli  him.  He  exhibited  the 
Brucine,  and  the  man  got  well.  It  is  possi- 
ble that  he  might  have  got  well  Avithout  it. 

But  Cross  saw  from  this  incident  that 
his  reputation  in  a  certain  way  Avas  higher 
than  ever,  and  he  cursed  the  day  Avhen  he 
attempted  the  crime  Avhich  he  had  against 
Arthur's  life  in  such  a  clumsy  and  hurried 
Avay.  '  If  I  had  l:)een  Palmer  himself,'  he 
said,  '  I  could  not  have  been  a  o'reater  ass. 
And  I  am  all  in  the  dark.  What  the  devil 
has  become  of  that  bottle  and  its  contents  ? 
I  must  find  out.  If  nut,  I  nuist  do  this  ; 
and    I  am  loth  to  do  it,  because  I  cannot 
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replace  it :  and  miglit  Avant  to  shake  hands 
Avith  GabrieL     Bartlett  would  miss  another.' 

He  was  alone  now,  in  his  bedroom.  He 
took  from  a  small  case  an  odd-lookint( 
thing.  There  Avas  a  brown  sac  or  bag,  the 
size  and  shape  of  an  almond,  fully  inflated ; 
fi'om  it  Avent  a  long,  sharp,  hollow  tooth, 
ending  in  a  delicate  point.  He  handled  the 
thing  carefully,  as  he  had  need.  In  his 
scientific  researches  he  had  assisted  at  the 
Zoolorrical  Gardens,  and  he  held  betAveen 
his  fino-er  and  thumb  tlie  fau<?  and  the 
poison-gland  of  the  Cobra. 

Which  meant  undetectable  death:  no 
one  knew  that  better  than  Catherine  de 
Medici  Avhcn  she  used  the  fangs  of  that 
comparatively  harmless  yet  deadly  ophidian, 
the  Cerastes. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

ARTHUR    MANAGES    CROSS. 

*  Do  you  know  a  fellow  called  Eoland  ? ' 
said  Arthur  to  Cross,  at  lunch- time,  after  a 
considerable  silence. 

'  I  know  Sir  James  Eoland.' 

'  The  man  I  mean,'  said  Arthur,  '  can't 
be  that  man.  Though  you  never  know,  be- 
cause Sir  Horace  Curtis  told  me  that  he  was 
a  blacksmith's  apprentice,  and  told  me  a 
whole  lot  about  shoeino-  which  I  never  knew 

D 

before.     He  goes  against  deep  paring,  same 
as  I  do.     But  the  man  I  mean  is  a  dentist.' 
'  No,'  said  Cross,  '  I  don't  know  him.' 
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'  Because  my  teeth  are  going  a  little,  and 
I  am  using  a  preparation  of  his  for  them.' 

'  You  should  be  very  careful  what  you 
do  use,'  said  Cross. 

'  But  this  fellow  Roland,  he  has  got 
autliority  from  the  Queen  to  recommend  his- 
stuff.     He  calls  it  "  Odonto." ' 

'  There  is  no  harm  in  it.' 

'I  am  glad  of  that,'  said  Arthur,  '  be- 
cause I  have  taken  to  using  it  lately  instead 
of  attar  of  roses.' 

Here  was  the  mystery  solved  for  Cross  in 
an  instant.  He  grew  pale,  and  merely  gave 
a.  \\vj\\  encomium  on  tliat  dentifrice,  which 
coming;  from  him  mio;ht  have  been  useful  as- 
an  ad\'ertisement.  He  tlien  strolled  out  into 
tlie  park,  and  looked  at  tlie  deer  without 
seemg  them. 

So  the  accursed  tliinrr  was  there  still 
then,  in  Arthur's  dressing-case,  without  the 
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least  cliance  of  removino;  it.  Artliur  seemed 
unlikely  to  use  it.  Some  one  else  might, 
however.  Who  ?  The  answer  suddenly 
ilashed  on  his  brain. 

Edith  Branscombe,  the  only  woman  he 
had  ever  loved  in  his  life,  whose  death  could 
do  him  no  good,  and  whom  he  did  not  hate. 
The  purest  episode  in  his  life  came  back  to 
him  on  that  bright  spring  morning.  He  saw 
that  little  spot  of  sunlight  shining  afar  off  in 
the  wasted,  hideous  desert  of  his  life,  and  for 
one  moment  he  thought  of  walking  quietly 
into  Arthur's  bedroom,  seizing  the  bottle, 
and  doing  for  himself  what  he  had  proposed 
to  do  for  Arthur,  who  was  at  this  moment 
watchini:^  him  from  the  window  of  his  bed- 
room,  with  Edith. 

They  saw  him  start  off,  at  a  very  swift 
pace,  in  the  direction  of  the  village,  and 
disappear. 

VOL.  III.  P 
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He  was  Ijack  in  three-quarters  of  an 
hour,  aud  found  Arthur  getting  out  liis 
fishing-rod. 

'  How  is  George  now  ?  '  lie  asked. 

'  He  is  the  same,'  said  Arthur.  '  He- 
-svants  a  trout  for  Ins  dinner,  and  I  am  going 
to  get  him  one.' 

'  I  want  to  tell  you,'  said  Cross,  '  that 
you  will  find  it  a  very  good  thing  to  keep 
his  mouth  washed  with  Eau  de  Cologne  ;  so- 
I  have  gone  to  the  village  and  bought  him 
some.  Let  him  use  this  only,  and  tell  him 
and  Lionel's  wife  never.,  on  any  account,  to- 
iise  attar  of  roses  internally,  as  you  used  to- 
do  :  it  irritates  the  stomach  so.' 

'  I  have  some  in  my  dressing-case,'  said 
Arthur.  'Edith  knows  where  to  find  it; 
Lut  I  will  tell  her  not  to  use  it.  I  am 
so  glad  3'ou  have  brouglit  this.  Cross  ;  it 
will   show   George    that   you   mean   kindly 
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by  him.     I  never  liad  a  gift  wliicli  I  valued 
more,' 

Arthur  never  took  Cross's  Eau  de  Co- 
lo2jne  to  Georcje,  and  never  mentioned  the 
fact  of  Cross's  havino^  been  in  the  house  to 
liim.  '  George,'  lie  reflected,  '  would  only 
call  me  a  fool.'  And  possibly  George  might 
have  been  ri^-ht. 

But  it  was  evident  to  Arthur's  mind  tliat 
Cross  had  repented  of  what  he  meant  to  do, 
— that  is  to  say,  of  his  design  of  murdering 
him,  Artliur.  It  was  plain  to  Arthur  that 
Cross  repented  when  he  l:)rought  the  bottle 
of  Eau  de  Cologne,  to  prevent  his  using 
the  other  scent.  Arthur  said  t(^  himself 
that  this  was  devilish  creditable  on  Cross's 
part,  to  try  and  repair  the  ill-considered 
mischief  wliich  he  had  contemplated  ;  and  at 
last  he  nearly  worked  himself  round  to  saying 
that  there  were  not  many  fellows  in  Eng- 

F  2 
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land  like  Cross,  in  spite  of  liis  faults,  Avliich 
were  occasional. 

Here  lie  fell  into  a  perfect  bog  and  mire 
of  argument  with  himself,  out  of  which  he 
subsequently  emerged,  we  are  happy  to  say, 
tolerably  clean.  All  that  was  apparent  to 
liini  just  now  was  that  old  Cross  was  sorry 
tliat  he  had  tried  to  murder  him,  and  that  it 
was  devilish  creditable  of  old  Cross. 

You  say,  '  AVas  there  ever  such  an  utter 
fool  P  '  I  traverse  you  by  saying  that  Arthur 
Bi-anscombe  was  less  of  a  fool  than  many 
men.  lie  liad  a  peculiarly  slow  way  of 
thinking,  but  a  very  sure  one.  I  really  must 
refer  to  the  obsolete  Aldrich  again,  in  saying 
that  he  argued  in  an  unreasonably  long- 
sorites,  but  that  his  conclusions  were  always 
just.  Catch  him  in  the  very  weakest  part  of 
the  argument,  and  he  would  make  a  fool  of 
himself  in  speech,  but  would  not  act  until  he 
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liad  argued  to  tlie  end :  save  for  one  man, 
and  that  man  was  at  one  time  Cross.  He 
managed  Cross  sharply  enough  now. 

He  saw  that  Arthur  was  very  tender  with 
liim  about  the  business  of  the  Eau  de  Cologne. 
He  little  thought  why ;  but  he  was  on  dan- 
gerous ground,  and  w^as  sure  that  he  must 
put  his  foot  on  the  first  tussock  of  grass  in 
tlie  bog  whicli  was  ready.  Arthur's  mood 
might  change,  and  so  he  made  a  peculiarly 
bold  and  clever  stroke. 

He  went  into  Arthur's  study  when  he 
had  returned  from  fishing,  and  found  him  at 
his  accounts.  He  sat  down,  and  said  with- 
out any  preface,  for  he  knew  Arthur  too  well, 

'  Arthur,  can  you  lend  me  five  hundred  ? ' 

'  Xo,'  said  xVrthur  at  once,  '  I  am  sure  I 
can't.' 

Cross  was  be^innino;  to  swear  to  himself, 
when  Arthur  went  on  : 
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'  Here  is  tlie  very  total,'  lie  said.  '  I 
can  lend  you  four  hundred  and  twenty-six 
pounds  five  and  niuepence.  Can  you  make 
that  do  ?  ' 

'  I  suppose  I  must,'  said  Cross,  utterly 
astonished  at  his  cood  luck. 

'  There  will  be  threepence  for  the  stamp,' 
said  Arthur,  '  so  I  will  hand  you  over  the 
cash,  short  that.'  And  Arthur  wrote  out  a 
receipt,  or  I  0  U, — Cross  did  not  see  which. 
*  Just  read  and  sign  that,  and  the  money  is 
ready  for  vou.  Sitrn  your  nam.e  over  the 
stamp.' 

Cross  read  it : 

'  I  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  four 
hundred  and  twenty-six  pounds,  to  be  repaid 
in  quarterly  instalments  of  twenty-five 
pounds,  not  bearing  interest,  on  the  con- 
dition that  I  in  no  way  annoy  Mr.  Lionel 
Eranscombe,  either  personally  or  by  agent.' 
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Cross  sio'UL'd  without  the  sho-htest  hesi- 
tation,  and  Arthur  handed  over  Struau's 
money  to  the  unconscious  Cross. 

'  So  you  want  him  left  alone,  do  you, 
Arthur  ?  '  he  said. 

'  Yes,  we  want  him  left  alone,'  said 
Arthm\  '  Here  is  a  ten-pound  note  lying 
about ;  does  it  belong  to  you  .^  You  had 
better  take  it.  Bv-the-bve,  I  see  that  it  is 
mine.  Take  it,  and  buy  yourself  something 
with  it.' 

This  additional  act  of  generosity  puzzled 
him  ;  but  all  Avas  lish  that  came  to  his  net. 
After  a  very  few  words  he  left  the  room,  a 
made  man  once  more. 

He  could  tide  over  now,  after  tliis  unex- 
ampled stroke  of  luck.  But  still  there 
remained  that  fearful  engine  of  destruction, 
which  had  gone  beyond  his  power.  If  it  got 
into  the  hands  of  Arthur  Branscombe,  once 
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more  his  benefactor  and  friend,  all  would  gO' 
well.  Should  it  get  into  the  hands  of  any- 
one else,  nothing  would  result  except  a  use- 
less crime. 

He  was  very  nervous  about  meeting 
Editli  Branscombe.  He  need  not  have  been. 
Arthur  and  he  were  waiting  for  dinner  in 
the  drawing-room,  wlien  the  door  opened 
and  a  Sister  of  Charity  came  in.  Arthur 
introduced  her  to  Cross  as  '  Sister  Marv,'  and 
thev  walked  into  dinner  to":ether.  she  sitting 
opposite  to  him. 

She  was  beautiful  still,  even  in  that  dress  \ 
but  she  did  not  seem  to  know  him  or  re- 
member him  in  any  way.  Cross  w^as  glad  of 
this.  He  wished  her  no  harm,  and  for  tlie 
sake  of  old  times  would  have  spared  her. 
He  determined  on  a  midnight  expedition  at 
all  risks,  for  he  must  go  to  London  the  next 
day. 
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When  tlie  house  was  quiet,  in  stockinged 
feet,  he  stole  up  the  old  staircase,  and  tried 
one  disused  door  which  led  to  Arthur's  bed- 
room. He  had  no  need  to  use  his  key,  for 
it  was  ajar.  He  did  not  know  that  since 
George's  illness  it  had  been  used  by  tlie 
servants  at  Arthur's  direction,  to  bring  his. 
food  by  a  shorter  way  from  the  kitchen,  so 
that  he  might  have  it  warm  ;  nor  did  he 
know  that  Edith  slept  in  the  room  imme- 
diately on  the  right  of  it,  and  that  it  was 
left  ajar  so  that  she  might  be  summoned  in 
a  moment.  Georg-e  of  course  would  have 
objected  to  this  arrangement  had  he  dreamt 
that  Arthur,  after  what  he  knew,  would  ever 
be  so  incredibly  weak  as  to  let  Cross  into  the 
house  again.  Edith  knew  nothing  of  later 
matters,  and  only  thought  Cross  a  bad 
fellow,  to  be  treated  with  civility  as  dan- 
gerous.    .67/6'  tried  not  to  remember. 
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Cross  could  see  into  the  room.  George 
Avas  asleep,  but  Arthur,  with  the  peculiar 
diligence  of  idle  men,  was  sitting  in  his  shirt 
and  trowsers  before  the  lire  mending  a  land- 
ing net,  a  thing  which  every  real  iisherman 
knows,  is  a  peculiarly  difhcult  and  lengthy 
process  if  done  properly.  Arthur  had  slept 
much  that  day,  as  Cross  knew,  and  was 
utterly  unlikely  to  go  to  bed  before  his  task 
Avas  finished.  It  was  evident  tliat  nothing- 
could  be  done  that  night. 

Still  he  watched  his  victim,  safe  enoug;h 
just  now,  with  curiosity.  Arthur  sat  with 
his  shirt  open,  and  his  broad  white  chest 
exposed ;  he  missed  a  stitch,  and  had  to 
begin  all  over  again.  Cross  thought  that  he 
would  have  sworn  ;  but  no,  he  sat  perfectly 
silent,  thinking  how  to  put  it  right,  so  silent 
that  Cross  almost  thought  lie  could  hear  tlie 
beating-  of  that  heart  which  he  meant  soon 
to  still  for  ever. 
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'  This  is  fortune  indeed,'  he  said  to  liini- 
self.  '  Once  get  u  sleeping  potion  between 
your  teeth,  my  friend  Arthur,  and  all  is  easy : 
there  will  be  silence  in  this  room  in  a  week 
I  fancy.  I  could  call  you  away  by  telegram, 
but  I  am  surer  of  you  here.' 

At  this  moment  George  awoke  and 
coughed ;  Arthur  was  at  his  side  in  a 
moment. 

'Are  YOU  watchino-  still,  Artliur.?'  said 
•George  ;  'you  will  be  ill,  old  fellow.' 

'  I  have  been  sleeping  a  good  part  of  the 
day,  and  I  am  as  wide  awake  as' — here 
there  was  a  long  pause  for  a  simile,  and 
another  attempt — '  as — pickled  pork.' 

If  you  had  given  him  time  he  would 
liave  said  wliat  he  meant,  but  he  did  not 
think  it  brotherly  to  keep  George  waiting, 
and  so  he  said  the  first  thiiiij-  lie  thought  of, 
'svhich  happened  to  be  the  above. 
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'  I  wish  yoii  Avould  read  a  very  little  to 
me,  Arthur,'  said  George ;  '  I  have  been 
dreamiiio;  about  it.' 

Arthur  had  not  the  remotest  objection 
to  read  to  his  brother  througli  the  watches 
of  the  niglit,  to  auy  extent.  The  dissevered 
Elaine  Avas  lying  about,  and  he  thought  that 
{lu  hour  or  so  with  that  admirable  author 
oil  the  subject  of  fishing,  or  veterinary 
science  would  be  very  agreeable.  But 
George  did  not  want  Blaine,  he  pointed  to 
a  book  on  the  little  table  by  his  side. 

'  Itead  that  which  she  marked,'  said 
George,  '  if  you  please,  old  fellow.  It  is  not 
long.' 

Arthur  took  the  book,  and  found  the 
place.  It  was  very  obvious  that  he  had 
never  seen  the  book  before,  because  he  run 
his  linger  along  the  first  paragraph  and  spelt 
it  carefully  out.     Ilien   he  began  in  a  loud 


THE   GRANGE   GARDEN.  77 

and  sonorous  voice,  evidently,  from  liis  tone, 
not  understandin<2:  what  lie  was  readino;, 

'  Then  there  came  in  one  who  had  not 
on  a  weddino-  o-amient.' 

'  Why  I'll  be  hung,'  said  Ci'oss,  '  if  he  is 
not  reading  the  Bible  to  him.  This  is  the 
very  devil.' 

And  so  he  went  away.  But  Arthur 
Branscombe  sat  reading  the  Bible  to  his 
brother  for  an  hour.  Arthur  was  a  very 
long  time  about  it,  because  he  had  to  spell 
overy  verse  through  before  he  trusted  him- 
self to  read  it  aloud.  He  had  not  the 
wildest  idea  Avhat  it  was  all  al)out,  but  it 
pleased  George,  and  that  was  enough  for 
him.  lie  hannnered  on  like  a  donkey 
dragging  stones,  in  a  perfectly  mechanical 
manner.  One  of  tlie  marked  passages  was 
that  in  the  Eevelations  about  the  man  on  a 
white   horse.     Arthur    said   that    it   was   a 
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colour  lie  had  never  gone  in  for,  mention- 
ing his  reasons  at  very  considerable  length  : 
further  than  that  Arthur  made  no  com- 
mentary. 

However,  Cross  was  safe  for  the  present. 
He  could  come  into  that  room  at  any 
moment,  and  he  determined  that  Arthur's 
time  should  be  short.  Some  infernal  scoun- 
di'el  he  argued,  now  that  Arthur  had  taken  to 
readino;  the  Bible  to  George,  miij^ht  come  to 
him  and  ask  as  Paul  did  of  the  Eunuch  of 
Cundace,  '  Understandest  thou  what  thou 
readest  ? '  In  which  case  Cross  rightly 
judged  tliat  his  power  would  vanish.  He 
did  not  know  that  it  was  alreadv  f'one. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
George's    opinioxs. 

To  nine  people  out  of  ten  George  would 
have  seemed  to  be  the  most  unpromising 
of  the  two  brothers.  It  is  possible  still  that 
lie  was  so.  Yet  a  change  took  place  in  him 
which  never  took  place  in  Arthur. 

Arthur  was  not  sharp  like  George,  but 
he  would  never  act  on  evidence  until  he  liad 
thought  a  thing  out  in  his  way.  The  evi- 
dences of  Christianity  make  a  very  long  and 
very  difficult  brief  for  any  man,  and  there- 
fore, with  Arthur's  style  of  thinking,  it  is. 
possible  that   he  might   have  joined   some 
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form  of  Christianity  early  in  tlie  next 
centmy,  if  he  did  not  repudiate  it  altogether, 
and  if  he  lived. 

With  George  it  was  utterly  different. 
Georo-e  had  been  accustomed  to  believe  at  a 
very  early  age.  Arthur  never  believed  in 
anyone  except  Cross.  George  had  believed 
in  everybody,  until  he  was  ruined,  then  he 
beo;an  all  over  ao-ain,  to  believe  in  the 
honour  of  wretched  gamblers  who  pro- 
fessed themselves  to  be  his  friends.  Why 
should  one  go  on  to  analyse  the  character  of 
a  poor  ruined  rascal  like  George?  One 
sees  him  every  day ;  the  most  cunning,  the 
most  unscrupulous,  and  the  most  credulous 
of  men,  you  might  be  inclined  to  say.  He, 
liovvever,  is  still  wortli  talking  about,  though 
he  was  a  great  scamp :  and  we  must  say  a 
few  words  about  him. 

He  loved  life,  and  he  wished   to  live. 
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Then  Sir  Horace  Curtis  came  to  liim  and 
told  him  that  he  could  not  live  long,  and 
could  not  certainly  enjoy  the  pleasures  of 
life  any  more.  He  was  as  much  ordered  for 
execution  as  the  worst  murderer  who  ever 
was  huns;.  Geor2;e  did  not  curse  and  rave, 
but  took  his  doom  with  great  pluck. 
'  After  all,'  he  said,  '  it  is  only  extinction ; 
and  I  deserve  it,  for  I  haven't  been  a  good 
brother  to  Arthur,  and  he  has  been  a 
devilish  good  brother  to  me.  For  my  part 
I  could  sooner  go  to  Hell  than  become 
extinct,  as  Cross  says  we  all  shall.  Yet, 
although  God  Almighty  has  a  perfect  right 
to  send  us  to  Hell,  He  surely  is  unjust  to 
destroy  us  utterly.  He  is  not  a  good  God  but 
a  cruel  one  if  He  does  that.  I  can't  resist 
Him,  I  know  that,  but  even  if  He  would 
give  me  life  in  Hell  I  could  bear.  He  is 
surely  not  a  coward  to  destroy  me.' 

VOL.  III.  G 
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When  men  get  into  this  phase  of  anta- 
gonism to  the  Deity,  they  are  not  fj\r  from 
a  compromise,  more  or  less  superstitious,  in 
ratio  to  their  previous  ignorance.  George 
was  saved  from  this.  There  came  to  him 
Edith,  who  was  at  this  time,  togetlier 
witli  tlie  Lady  Su|)crior  and  the  Arch- 
])ishop  (that  I  should  say  so — -they  have 
had  their  w^arnino;  and  are  sound  Ultra- 
montanes  now),  on  the  very  venre  of  Jansen-  = 
ism  ;  and  she  told  him  the  whole  mystic  story. 

He  believed  it  with  rapidity  and  without 
examination.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  one  of 
the  first  reasons  of  his  belief  was  that  he  liad 
heard  Cross  say  that  the  whole  thing  was  an 
infernal  he  ;  therefore,  he  argued,  it  must 
be  true.  But  the  beauty  of  the  story 
pleased  him  ;  and  Edith's  eyes  were  so  frank 
and  brave  when  she  told  it  to  him,  tliat  he 
could  not  but  believe. 
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'  And  so  lie  actually  died  for  us  all, 
Same  as  I  would  die  for  Arthur,  now  he  is 
so  kind  to  me.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Edith, '  and  his  Mother 

*  Never  mind  that  just  now,'  said  George 
Branscombe.  '  I  want  to  know  more  about 
Him.' 

'  I  say,  Edith,'  he  said,  once  trying  to 
turn  with  a  groan,  '  read  that  again  about 
Jairus'  dauofhter.'     She  did  so. 

'  If  she  was  dead,  Avhy  did  He  bring  her 
back  again  ? '  said  George.  '  You  say  that 
the  dead  are  happy.  And  that  young  man 
at  Nain  too,  and  Lazarus,  Why  did  He 
brines  them  back-? ' 

'  They  had  more  work  to  do,'  said 
Edith,  who  did  not  exactly  know  what  to 
say 

'Edith,'  said  George  earnestly,  '  do  you 
believe  that  Arthur  will  go  to  Hell  ? ' 

G  2 
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'  Oh  surely  no,'  said  Edith. 

'  There  are  many  worse  fellows  than 
Arthur,'  said  George  petulantly  :  '  and  he 
has  no  right  to  go  to  the  same  place  as  Cross. 
How  kind  you  are  to  me.  I  know  that  it  is 
only  your  imitation  of  Jesus  Christ  that 
makes  you  so ;  but  I  thank  you  all  the  same.' 

Edith  bent  down  and  kissed  him. 
'  George,'  she  said,  '  I  have  got  to  love  you 
for  your  own  sake.  What  I  do  for  you  has 
no  rehgious  merit.' 

George  replied  in  a  low  voice,  '  I 
shall  have  to  confess  everything,  you  say. 
Does  it  matter  whether  I  do  it  here  or 
there?' 

*  I  don't  know,'  said  Edith.  '  I  am  sure 
George  that  you  will  find  mercy.'  And 
we  can  only  hope  that  he  may,  for  he 
needs  it. 
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Edith  was  rather  abroad,  for  she  had  at 
this  time  no  spiritual  director.  She  and 
George,  however,  read  the  Douay  Bible 
together  very  much,  and  George  liked  it 
better  at  times  than  anything  else.  Conse- 
quently the  astonished  Cross  found  Arthur 
reading  it  to  George,  without  its  producing 
the  smallest  effect  on  Arthur  in  any  way 
whatever. 

George  had  a  strange  fancy  for  the 
'  Eevelations,'  why  or  how,  we  do  not  know. 
Possibly  there  was  some  latent  liu'id  genius 
in  the  man  which  was  never  developed. 
He  got  Arthur  to  read  it  to  liim,  and 
Arthur  did  so  patiently.  He  never  under- 
stood a  word  of  it,  and  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  St.  John  was  not  a  practical  man, 
and  also  that  the  New  Jerusalem  must  have 
cost  a  deal  of  money.     What  to  the  Chris- 
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tiau  and  the  critic  alike  is  an  incomparably 
magnificent  writing  was  to  liim  a  mere 
record  of  strange  and  incomprehensible 
proceedings. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

ARTHUR   FINDS    HIMSELF   TREATED   WITH 
SINGULAR   CONFIDENCE. 

*  Struan  is  coming  to-day,'  said  Arthur  ab- 
ruptly to  Edith  one  morniug ;  '  you  don't 
know  him,  I  think.' 

'  How  did  you  come  to  know  him  ?  '  asked 
Editli. 

'  He  is  here  a  great  deal,'  said  Arthur. 
'  He  rents  my  shooting,  and  he  boards  here 
when  he  comes.    Do  you  know  him,  then?' 

'  I  know  him  very  well,  but  I  do  not 
care  to  meet  him.' 

'  You  will  find  him  a  charming  fellow,' 
said  Arthur.    '  He  made  it  all  right  between 
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George  and  I.  ^Ye  have  been  miicli  better 
since  he  came.  Cross  always  managed  to 
set  us  quarrelhng,  when  he  seemed  to  be 
making  the  peace ;  but  Struan,  he  made  us 
agree,  he  showed  us  the  best  side  of  one 
another,  and  pointed  out  tliat  we  must  hve 
together,  that  I  was  too  stupidly  careless 
with  my  tongue  and  that  George  was  too 
hasty.  We  attended  to  him  because  he  had 
money  at  first,  Ijut  when  we  left  off  quar- 
rellin^j  we  found  that  we  had  lived  together 
so  long  that  avc  could  not  do  without  one 
another,  and  we  had  so  much  in  common  tliat 
we  got  fond  of  one  another.  Mind  I  always 
did  like  George,  though  I  used  to  swear  at 
him,  but  he  did  not  like  me  till  Struan 
came ;  and  that  is  not  siu"prising  because 
nobody  ever  did  like  me ;  you  know,  they 
couldn't.  You  didn't  like  me,  and  you 
called  me  a  disreputable  blackguard.     That 
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was  true  at  the  time,  and  I  meant  to  shut 
you  up,  but  I  couldn't  think  of  what  to  say 
till  after  you  were  gone,  and  I  have  forgotten 
it  now.' 

'  Pray  don't  try  to  remember,'  said  Edith, 
who  knew  enouo;!!  of  him  to  see  that  if  he  did 
try  he  would  be  without  reasonable  conver- 
sation for  the  next  three  hours.  'I  want  to 
warn  you  against  Doctor  Cross.  He  is  a 
most  dangerous  person.' 

'  Old  Cross,'  said  Artlmr  ;  '  I  know  more 
about  him  than  you  do.  What  do  you  make 
out  is  the  matter  with  him  ? ' 

'  I  fear  that  he  is  a  sreat  villain,  Arthur. 
I  fear  that  he  made  all  the  mischief  between 
Lionel  and  myself,  and  I  have  every  reason 
to  believe  that  he  is  now  preventing  Lionels 
return  to  the  world.' 

'  I  have  stopped  that,'  said  Arthur  de- 
cisively.    '  I  have  bouglit  liim  off.' 
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'  That  is  brave  and  good  of  you,'  said 
Edith. 

Arthur  sometimes  came  down  on  you 
hke  a  sledge  hammer  ;  he  did  so  now. 

'  If  Lionel  was  to  come  back  to  the  world 
would  you  go  to  him  ?  ' 

'  Arthur,'  she  said,  '  never  ask  me  that 
question  again.  I  will  answer  it  once  for  all. 
I  cannot.' 

'  I  am  sorry  for  that ;  they  say  he  is  ter- 
ribly disfigured  and  never  can  show  any 
more.  It  is  a  pity  because  he  has  been  the 
makino;  of  our  brother-in-law  Wotherston. 
He  does  his  politics  for  him.' 

'Now  Arthur  I  am  going  to  ask  you 
something.      Do  you  trust  Mr.  Struan  ? ' 

'  Most  entirely,'  said  Arthur  ;  '  he  comes 
down  with  his  money  like  a  brick.' 

This  was  not  what  Edith  meant  by  any 
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means.  Slie  sat  beside  Arthur  and  took  his 
hand  in  hers. 

'  Dear  Arthur,'  she  said,  '  I  do  not  wish 
to  make  you  suspicious  of  him.  I  really  do 
believe  he  is  a  good  man.  I  believe  that  he 
has  only  committed  one  great  error  in  a  mo- 
ment of  passion.  But  he  is  not  true  to 
Lionel.' 

'  There  you  are  mistaken,'  said  Arthur. 
'  He  is  Lionel's  best  friend,  and  I  could  prove 
it  to  vou  in  an  instant  if  I  violated  his  con- 
lidence.' 

'  Arthur,'  she  said,  '  you  do  not  know 
what  men  can  be  when  women  are  con- 
cerned, even  when  it  is  an  old  woman  like 
myself 

Arthur  made  a  longer  pause  even  than 
usual,  but  he  looked  at  her  after  a  time  and 
said. 
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'  Do  you  mean  that  Struan  has  ever  said 
anything  to  you  ?  ' 

'  Yes  ;  I  wear  this  dress  as  a  protection 
against  him.' 

'  I  never  could  liave  beheved  it,'  said 
Arthur.  "  Yet  I  don't  know,  I  have  seen 
men  do  strange  things.  It  is  awkward  his 
coming  here  ;  j^ou  will  not  quarrel  with  him  ? ' 

'  I  think  that  I  shall  not  see  much  of  him,' 
said  Edith,  '  and  he  can't  say  a  word  to  a 
nun  you  know,'  she  added  gaily. 

'  I  have  known  fellows  who  would  make 
love  to  the  Pope,'  said  Arthur  ;  '  I  mean  to  an 
Abbess'  (and  he  most  likely  spoke  the  trutli)  ; 
'  but  he  shan't  annoy  you.  You  see,  Edith, 
you  are  so  very  handsome  that  perhaps  he 
couldn't  help  it.' 

'  Now  Arthur,  I  want  you  to  carry  your 
mind  back  for  some  years.  You  remember 
our  father  and  mother  ? ' 
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'  Tlie  Governor  and  my  mother  ?  Of 
course  I  do,'  lie  replied.  '  They  did  not  hit 
it  off  you  know.  Sometimes  she  would  call 
him  every  name  she  could  lay  her  tongue  to  ; 
and  when  she  had  done  the  dear  old  Governor 
used  to  pitch  into  me  with  a  stick,  or  an  um- 
brella, or  a  newspaper,  or  whatever  came 
handy,  it  was  all  one  to  him,  but  I  liked  the 
newspaper  best,  George  always  used  to  cut 
and  run  directly  a  row  began,  l3ut  I  used  to 
take  too  long  thinking  about  it  and  got 
cauglit.  George  was  always  smarter  than  I 
was,  was  old  George.  Yes,  I  remember  my 
father  and  mother  very  well.' 

'When    your   mother   died,    was   there 
nobody  brought  into  the  house.' 

'  No.' 

'  Think   again :    was   there    no   one    to 
whom  you  and  George  objected  .^ ' 

'  Yes ;    I  remember.     There  was  a  boy 
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we  tliouglit  too  nearly  related  to  us,  and  we 
made  the  place  too  warm  for  liim.  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  Edith  that  there  were  several 
others  to  whom  the  same  objection  extended. 
You  have  brought  up  this  subject,  Edith, 
and  I  wish  you  had  not.  I  have  a  great 
respect  for  tlie  memory  of  my  father,  and  I 
don't  like  to  talk  about  it.  Perhaps  you 
will  understand  me  when  I  say  that  George 
and  I  fought  the  governor  about  this  boy, 
and  he  never  tried  it  again.' 

'  Do  you  remember  his  name  ? '  said 
Edith. 

'  Jane  Levery,'  said  Arthur,  promptly. 
'  No,  that  was  another  one,  and  she  married 
the  baker  at  Newton,  and  sent  me  a  black 
and  tun  terrier  every  year  when  they 
emigrated.  I  mean  she  sent  me  a  black 
and  tan  terrier  one  year,  and  a  bottle  of 
cowslip  wine  all  the  other  years.     No,  I  re- 
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member  now.  The  lad's  name  was  Eobert 
Struan.' 

'  Is  the  name  familiar  to  you  lately  ?  '  said 
Edith. 

'  Why  of  course  it  is,'  said  Arthur,  open- 
ing his  eyes  very  wide.  '  It  is  the  same 
name  as  Struan's.' 

'And  Struan  is  the  man,'  she  said, 
rising. 

Arthur  went  to  the  Avindow,  and  returned 
in  a  shorter  space  of  time  than  could  have 
been  reasonably  expected  from  him.  Edith 
wondered  what  he  would  say.  She  was  not 
lonijj  in  doubt. 

'  And  so  THAT  is  the  reason  that  he  knew 
his  way  to  the  Eed  room.  I  never  was  so 
puzzled  in  my  life.  "  We  are  going  wrong," 
lie  said,  "  Mr.  Branscombe,"  when  I  thought 
that  he  had  never  been  in  the  house  before. 
And  I  couldn't  make  it  out,  and  woke  Cross 
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— and  Cross  swore.  I  see  it  all  now.  Of 
course  it  is  Eobert  Struan.  What  an  ass  I 
must  have  been  not  to  see  it ! ' 

'  Do  you  think,  Arthur,  that  you  need  let 
him  know  that  you  recognise  him  now  ?  ' 

'  AVhat  do  you  think  ?  '  said  Arthur. 

'  I  should  say  not,'  said  Edith. 

Arthur,  like  some  statesmen,  was  ex- 
tremely prompt  at  accepting  negative  advice. 
lie  had  a  holy  horror  of  doing  anything ;  he 
coEsidered  that  thiuQ-s  ouoht  to  do  them- 
selves,  without  any  assistance  on  the  part  of 
him,  Arthur  Branscombe.  So  he  always 
voted  straiglit  Tory,  until  the  Tories  deceived 
him  by  their  Eeform  Bill.  Since  that  event 
he  has  never  voted.  '  Colonel  Sibthorp  has 
no  confidence  in  either  party.'  And 
Wotherston  thinks  that  Arthur,  if  he  is  left 
alone,  may  possijjly  vote  Whig  in  the  next 
century. 
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Edith's  negative  advice  was,  however, 
promptly  followed.  She  advised  him  not  to 
do  anything,  and  he  did  it  with  amazing 
ability  and  diligence.  When  Struan  arrived 
Arthur  was  so  ostentatiously  unconscious, 
that  Struan  saw  Arthur  was  in  possession  of 
more  facts  than  he  chose  to  speak  about. 

'  But  it  does  not  matter,'  said  Struan  to 
himself.  '  We  will  clear  everything  up. 
Lionel's  wife  is  here,  is  she  not  ?  '  he  added, 
aloud. 

'  She  is  here,'  said  Arthur. 

'Send  up  and  tell  her  that  Mr.  Struan 
wants  to  speak  to  her,  will  you  ? '  he  said. 
'  Go  away,  please,  and  leave  us  alone.' 

Arthur  obeyed  him. 


VOL  III.  n 
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CHAPTER  X. 

STEUAX    AXD    EDITH. 

Struax  stood  in  the  window,  looking  out 
into  the  deer  park,  and  thinldng  of  many- 
things,  when  he  became  aware  tlmt  a  woman 
was  in  the  room,  and  was  approaching  him. 
He  still  looked  away  and  said  nothing. 

At  last  a  hand  was  laid  on  his  arm,  and 
a  voice  which  made  every  nerve  in  his  body 
tremble,  said, 

'  You  sent  for  me,  and  I  am  here.' 
He  turned  on  her  coldly,  as  she  thought. 
'  Mrs.  Branscombe,'  he  said,  '  I  asked  Arthur 
to  let  me  meet  you  again.     My  object  was 
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to  apologise  for  something  I  said  to  you  the 
other  day,  and  to  ask  your  forgiveness.  You 
know,  Edith,  that  I  love  you,  and  I  know  that 
I  am  not  utterly  indifferent  to  you.  That  is 
acknowledgjed  on  botli  sides.  The  words 
have  been  spoken,' 

'  I  am  afraid  that  it  is  the  case,'  said 
Edith.  '  Were  it  not  so  I  should  not  be  in 
this  prohibitory  dress.  But  surely  we  have 
understood  one  another  before.  Let  us 
make  an  end  of  such  a  false  position  for 
ever.  Come,  Mr.  Struan,  let  us  be  friends, 
and  good  friends  if  you  choose,  but  let  us 
talk  no  more  of  love.' 

'I  will  not  do  so,'  said  Struan.  'Have 
you  forgiven  me  the  mad  words  I  said  the 
other  day  ? ' 

'Yes,'  said  Edith.  'I  have  laid  my 
ruined  heart  bare  before  you,  and  you  know 
all.     You  have  behaved  very  badly  to  poor 
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Lionel :    you  came  in  his   name,    and   you 
betrayed  liim.' 

'  Edith,  are  we  to  part  for  ever  ? '  he 
asked,  sadly. 

'  This  dress  proves  it,'  replied  Edith, 
steadfastly. 

'  But  may  I — may  I — not  have  one  kiss.^  ' 
pleaded  Struan,  tremulously. 

'  Certainly  not,'  said  Edith,  with  decision. 
'  I  have  been  betrayed  by  you  into  a  great 
folly,  and  you  ought  to  be  generous  enough 
to  see  it,  and  not  press  me  further.  If  you 
are  not,  I  must,  at  this  moment,  bid  you 
good-bye  for  ever.' 

'  Will  you  let  me  kiss  your  hand  ?  '  he 
asked,  gently. 

'No,'  said  Editli,  firmly.  '  I  repeat  that 
you  have  betrayed  your  friend  Lionel. 
Now  listen  to  me,'  she  continued,  '  I  can  say 
anything   in   tliis  nun's   dress.     I  give  you 
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your  viaticum.  You  love  me,  {uid  you 
have  extorted  the  fact  from  me  that  you  are 
not  indifferent  to  me.  But  you  have 
grievously  insulted  me,  and  I  avenge  it.  Go 
away  from  me,  eat  your  lieart  out,  and  I 
will  eat  out  mine.  May  you  find  comfort  in 
religion  as  I  have  done :  have  you  any 
reli<j[ion  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  I  am  a  Catholic,  but  too  careless  a 
one  I  fear,  and  therefore  I  should  be  glad 
of  instruction.' 

'  From  me  I  suppose.' 

'  Yes.' 

'  Then  you  shall  have  it,'  she  said.  '  You 
have  committed  a  dishonourable  error,  and 
you  must  undergo  penance  for  it.  I  enjoin 
you  never  to  speak  to  me  again.' 

'  That  is  too  hard.  I  cannot  bear  that. 
Keconsider  it,  Echth.' 

'  Well,'  she  said,  '  I  -will  thus  ftir  :  you 
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shall  never  speak  to  me  save  on  the  subjects 
of  religion  and  of  my  patient.' 

'  I  agree  to  that,'  said  Striian,  '  I  wish  to 
speak  about  George  now  and  of  your  beauti- 
ful devotion  to  him  ;  you  have  come  here 
like  an  ancrel  in  the  house.  I  am  okd  that 
3'ou  put  on  tliat  dress,  because  the  sight  of 
it  will  bring  some  thoughts  of  a  holy  and 
higher  life  to  the  poor  felloAv,  and  you  look 
more  lovely  in  it  than  you  did  in  your 
secular  dress.' 

Edith  was  angry.  '  That  is  very  mean,' 
she  said,  '  and  contrary  to  our  compact.' 

'I  have  not  broken  our  compact,  I  was 
only  talking  about  George.' 

'  That  is  untrue,'  she  said,  and  turned  to 
leave  the  room  ;  but  he  detained  her,  saying, 

'  Come,  we  will  not  quarrel  again,  and 
we  shall  not,  if  you  will  not  be  too  sensitive. 
We  need  be  nothing  to  one  another  except 


THE   GRANGE   GARDEN.  103 

friends  in  future.  I  want  your  advice  about 
this  household,  for  I  have  gained  a  power 
here  which  I  wish  to  use  wisely.' 

Edith  sat  down  and  be^an  talkino;  to 
him.  There  was  soraethin£T  in  Struan's  tone 
and  manner  when  he  spoke  last,  which  put 
her  completely  at  ease.  Some  women  will 
forgive  much, — few  are  indisposed  to  pardon 
devotion  to  themselves — and  she  had  for- 
given him.  She  knew  that  the  ordeal  had 
passed  and  that  he  would  not  subject  her 
to  a  further  trial. 

'  You  have  behaved  very  badly,'  she 
said  ;  '  but  I  want  a  friend,  and  so  if  you 
will  ignore  the  past,  I  will  make  a  friend  of 
you.     Will  you  promise  to  forget  the  past  ?  ' 

'  JSTo,'  said  Struan,  '  I  cannot  do  that. 
It  is  impossible ;  but  I  will  as  you  suggest, 
ignore  it,  and  we  may  be  to  each  other  as 
if  it   had    never  been.     You,   Edith,   have 
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beliavecl  so  well  in  tins  unhappy  matter, 
that  I  will  do  this  :  I  will  swear  on  the 
faith  of  a  Christian,  and  the  honour  of  a 
gentleman,  that  the  next  advances  other 
than  those  of  sincere  friendship,  shall  come 
from  you  and  not  from  me.  And  if  they 
come  from  you,  they  will  be  reciprocated  as 
you  know.' 

'  I  am  safe  now,'  she  replied,  cheerfully  ; 
'  I  agree.  You  came  out  of  this  misunder- 
standing w^ell.' 

'  We  will  seal  the  compact  then  with  a 
brother's  kiss  on  your  forehead.' 

And  he  did  so.  She  felt  that  it  was  not 
a  brother  s  kiss  and  blushed  ;  but  it  was  the 
first  and  the  last.  And  blundering  Arthur's 
remark  came  into  her  mind,  'perha2:)s,  he 
couldn't  help  it.'     Perhaps  he  could  not. 

'  Now  sister  Mary,'  said  Struan,  with  an 
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air  of  businesslike  indiffereuce,  '  how  is  your 
patient  ?  ' 

'  I  tell  you  frankly,  brother  Eobert,  that 
I  fear  it  is  only  a  matter  of  time  with 
George.' 

'  Sir  Horace  Ciu^tis  told  me  tlie  same 
thing  the  other  day,'  said  Struan. 

'Oh,  you  know  him  then  ?  ' 

'  Know  Sir  Horace !  of  course  I  do.  Yes 
— don't  you  see  he  attends  Lionel.  But  I 
mean  liow  is  George  going  on  morally  ?  I 
tell  you  sister  Mary  what  my  position  is 
here :  I  am  rich,  not  so  rich  as  some  sup- 
pose, but  still  rich :  and  I  was  a  sojourner 
in  strange  lands.' 

'  And  when  you  came  back  you  remem- 
bered your  brothers  and  your  old  home  .^  ' 

'  Yes,  sister,  just  as  you  have  done.' 

'  It  was  good  of  you.    For  3-our  brothers 
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were   very   cruel   to   you,   and   made  your 
home  miserable.' 

'You  mean  my  two  elder  brothers. 
Yes,  they  did.  But  family  ties  are  not 
easily  broken  in  the  case  of  some  people. 
I  am  one  of  them.  When  I  came  back  I 
found  out  all  about  my  brothers,  about 
George's  ruin,  about  the  very  disreputable 
life  they  were  leading,  how  the  country 
people  disHked  George  to  see  them,  and 
how  Arthur  and  Georoje  had  ci'ot  such  a 
name  in  the  way  of  horse  dealing,  that  it 
was  a  wonder  Arthur  was  not  removed  from 
the  bench.  I  made  it  my  duty  to  see  if  I 
could  put  tilings  right.  I  found  Arthur 
advertising  in  the  '  Atheno3um  '  the  sale  of 
some  pictures,  and  I  made  that  foct  my 
opportunity  to  gain  access  to  and  power  in 
the  house. 

'  Well,  from  the  first  I  had  hopes.     I  saw 
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in  tlie  darkened  soul  of  Ai'tliur,  a  power  of 
love,  for  which  I  had  not  been  prepared. 
Do  you  know  how  it  showed  itself?  ' 

'I  cannot  tell,  but  please  go  on.  You 
tell  your  story  w^elL' 

Kather  too  well  for  her  peace  of  mind 
possibly. 

'  Well,  Arthur  first  showed  me  the  better 
side  of  his  character  in  his  persistent  vindi- 
cation of  his  late  father.  As  Mr.  Brans- 
combe  was  my  father  also  I  must  not  say  too 
much  about  him.     Do  you  remember  him  ?  ' 

'  I  cannot.' 

'  Believe  then  that  he  was  very  much  the 
contrary  of  the  man  Arthur  represents  him 
to  be,  and  you  will  gain  some  idea  of  liim. 
He  was  singularly  cruel  to  Arthur,  because 
Arthur  was  too  slow  and  apparently  stupid 
to  resist.  George,  on  the  other  hand,  he  Avas 
a  Httle    afraid  of.      I  fear  that  Mr.  Brans- 
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combe's  only  good  quality  was  generosity ;  in 
that  matter  even  I  have  no  ri^ht  to  com- 
plain.  JSTow  when  I  came  back  I  found  that 
Arthur  had  by  some  process  of  reasoning 
pecuUar  to  himself,  made  out  this  man  to  be 
a  sort  of  demigod.  I  smiled,  but  I  could 
not  laugh.  Do  you  understand  me,  when  I 
say  that  there  was  something  holy  about  it  .^  ' 

'  I  understand.' 

'  I  frankly  confess  that  I  took  to  poor 
Arthur  at  once,  and  lie  took  to  me.  I  was 
rather  in  terror  of  personal  recognition,  but 
I  was  speedily  reassured  on  that  point.  I 
made  the  mistake  of  giving  the  name  of 
Eobert  Struan,  but  I  was  utterly  forgotten 
in  the  course  of  years.' 

Thought  Edith,  'Shall  I  tell  him  that 
iVrthur  knows  ?  '     And  the  answer  was  '  No.' 

'  By  using  money  I  gained  influence  over 
both  Arthur  and  George.     Arthur  I  found 
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not  to  be  natumily  bad  but  a  simple 
barbarous  lieathen.  Georsre  was  much  more 
diffic^Ailt ;  he  was  extremely  clever,  godless 
and  virtuous  in  some  ways,  I  mean  that  he 
had  no  vices  to  which  I  could  pander  for 
influence  had  I  l3een  base  enough  to  do  so ; 
a  very  difficult  man  to  manage  indeed.  The 
thin  end  of  the  wedge  with  him  was  ample 
cash,  and  I  supplied  it.  I  don't  really  think 
that  he  has  made  a  bad  use  of  it  lately. 

'  But  I  found  an  antagonistic  power  in  this 
house,  which  at  first  was  stronger  than  my 
own.  The  influence — it  was  that  of  Doctor 
Cross.  I  discovered  through  George,  my 
dear  sister,  that  he  held,  and  still  holds,  a 
power  over  Arthur.  I  do  not  know  what  it 
is,  nor  I  fancy  does  George  himself.  If  he 
does  he  will  not  tell  me.     Do  you  ?  ' 

'  I  do  not.' 

'  Well,  Cross  has  a  singular  power  over 
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Arthur.  But  to  go  on.  I  fancy  my  power 
is  gi'eater  than  that  of  Cross.  Now  tell  me 
about  George.' 

'  Stay,'  said  Edith,  '  I  wish  to  tell  you 
about  Cross.  I  believe  that  he  was  the  man 
who  made  all  the  mischief  between  Lionel 
and  myself.' 

'  Then  wdiy  do  you  not  say  so  ?  '  said 
Struan. 

'I  have  no  proofs,  everything  w^as  too 
cleverly  managed,  and  my  mind  is  all 
abroad  when  I  revert  to  tlie  facts.  Be- 
lieving Lionel  innocent  in  every  wa}-,  yet  I 
am  too  weak  to  fight  the  man  and  his 
agents  alone.' 

'  We  may  find  you  assistance,'  said 
Struan,  '  or  we  may  be  able  to  do  without 
you  at  all.  Look  here,  sister  Mary,  and 
attend  to  me  carefully.  We  thought  that 
we  had  utterly  checkmated  Cross  :  we  think 
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that  all  is  fair  with  such  a  man.  To  me,  in 
the  presence  of  witnesses,  concealed  wit- 
nesses I  will  allow,  he  promised  to  leave 
Lionel  alone  for  a  sum  of  money.  He  is  at 
present  in  need,  and  has  signed  a  document 
promising  all  we  wanted.' 

'  The   production    of    which    would    be 
professional  ruin  to  him,'  said  Edith. 

'  About  even  that  I  am  now  uncertain.' 

said  Struan.     '  Cross's  scientific  reputation  is 

so   deservedly   high,    and   his    practice    lies 

among    such    very   queer    people,    that   he 

might  live  even  that  down.     I  only  know 

now   that   he   has   a  card   to   play   against 

•Vrthur,    which,   if  he   is   offended,  he  wall 

hold   over   his   head    for    the    purpose    of 

extorting  money  from  him,  a  thing  which  I 

know  he  is  quite  capable  of  doing.     So  you 

see,  so  far  from  having  checkmated  him,  we 

liave  only   succeeded  in  a  bad  stale-mate, 
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because  Artluir  lias  behaved  so  well  that  we 
cannot  desert  him.  We  have  a  clever, 
active,  and  unscrupulous  foe  to  deal  with, 
and  we  must  have  your  assistance.' 

'  Of  course  I  give  it,  such  as  it  is,'  said 
Edith. 

'  I  will  tell  you  one  thing  now  of  a  more 
delicate  nature.  Are  you  aware  that  he  or 
some  other  scoundrel  made  Lionel  doubt 
you  f ' 

'  Doubt  me ! ' 

'  Yes ;  made  him  suspect  you  of  being 
attached  to  a  young  Pole.' 

'Don't  name  him.  No,  I  never  guessed 
that.     Lionel  must  have  been  mad.' 

'  He  was,'  said  Struan. 

'Tell  him  this,'  Edith  answered,  'That 
when  I  am  gone  back  home,  he  must  come 
to  me,  and,  from  behind  the  grille  which 
separates  me  from  tlie  world,  I  will  prove 
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my  utter  innocence  to  him.  No  '  she  added, 
rising  passionately,  '  take  me  to  him  at  once, 
I  will  not  wait,  ruined  as  he  is,  betrayed  as 
I  have  been,  I  will  overcome  my  terror  and 
see  him  face  to  face.  I  will  tell  him  every- 
thing— yes,  every ihimj.,  even  what  has  passed 
between  me  and  you.  I  am  innocent,  and 
therefore  I  do  not  fear  to  meet  him.  I 
demand  of  you,  sir,  to  tell  me  where  Lionel 
is,  that  I  may  go  on  my  knees  before  him, 
to  give  him  my  forgiveness  and  to  ask  his.' 

'  There  is  no  need  for  such  a  course, 
Edith,'  said  Struan.  '  Dr.  Cross  has  fully 
exonerated  you,  and  Lionel  knows  his  folly 
now.  You  must  make  up  your  mind  to  see 
Lionel  sooner  or  later,  before  your  retire- 
ment from  the  world  ;  but  those  who  are 
wise  in  these  matters,  or  are  supposed  to  be, 
say  not  yet ;  in  that  I  think  them  foolish, 
but  I  have  pledged  my  word  not  to  urge 
VOL.  in.  I 
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anything  against  their  plars  until  both 
Lionel  and  Arthur  are  safe.  Neither  of 
them  is  so  yet.  AYe  have  had  a  long,  and  I 
fear  to  you  tiring  interview  ;  now  let  me  go 
to  your  patient.' 

Edith,  greatly  moved  by  the  strange 
things  she  had  heard,  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands.  Wlien  she  looked  up,  Struan  w^as 
gone. 

'  Eobert !  Lionel ! '  she  whispered,  press- 
ing her  hand  upon  her  heart,  'why  am  I 
tried  so  ?  It  is  too  much.  Holy  Mary, 
Mother  of  God,  help  me  now  as  at  the  hour 
of  my  death.' 


I 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

GEORGE   WONDERS    WHAT   ARTHUR   WILL   DO 
WITHOUT    HIM. 

George  lay  on  a  bed  wliicli  had  been 
moved  for  him  by  Arthur  to  the  window. 
He  could  look  out  on  the  court-yard  and  see 
the  horses.  Struan  came  into  the  room  and 
went  up  to  him  from  behind  and  whispered 
in  his  ear, 

'  I  am  come  to  see  you,  George,'  he  said. 
'  Remember  that  walls  have  ears,  and  so  do 
not  mention  my  christian  name.  Eemember 
that  Arthur  knows  nothing.' 

'  Eobert,'  George  rephed,  in  a  very  low 
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voice,  '  I  iiiiderstand  you.     I  will  only  say 
your  name  in  a  whisper.' 

'I  see  you  understand,'  said  Struan, 
'  but  you  are  feverisli  and  ill.  Has  any- 
thing vexed  you  ? ' 

'  Ptobert,  I  am  not  strong  enough  to  call 
out  of  the  window.  There  is  my  poor  fool 
of  a  brother  having  that  horse  set  to  by 
James.  Tell  liim  that  the  horse  is  in 
Jacob's  hands.' 

Struan  did  so,  and  Arthur  stopped  the 
proceedings  and  Avaited  until  Jacob  came. 
Jacob  swore  at  James  before  Arthur,  he  put 
the  horse  into  the  '  Oberon  '  or  'torpedo  ' 
brougham,  and  drove  it  round  and  round 
the  ring  several  times,  while  Arthur  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  ring  like  the  ecuyer  in  a 
circus.  Then  the  gate  was  opened,  and 
Jacob,  sitting  tight,  drove  out  into  the  park. 
Arthur  ran  out  to  see  the  effect,  followed  by 


THE   GRANGE   GARDEN.  117 

all  the  grooms  and  stable  helj)ers.  They 
none  of  them  paused  at  tlie  gate  but  ran  on : 
it  was  obvious  tliat  tlie  horse  and  Jacob 
were  distinguishing  themselves. 

This  was  maddenina'  to  George. 

'  Eun  to  the  upper  window,  Robert,'  he 
said,  '  and  see  what  has  liappened.' 

Struan  did  so.  He  saw^  the  horse,  with 
the  '  Oberon '  brougham  behind  him, 
careering  over  the  deer  park,  in  very  much 
the  same  line  which  the  fox  hounds  had 
taken  the  winter  before.  Jacob  was  stand- 
ing up  without  a  whip,  and  driving  hatless, 
with  the  whole  of  Arthur  Branscombe's 
horse-breeding  establishment,  headed  by 
Arthur  himself,  streaming  after  him.  Jacob 
avoided  several  '  meta3 '  Avitli  his  '  rotis 
fervidis,'  wlio  in  the  shape  of  beech  trees, 
elm  trees,  oak  trees,  sheep,  highland  cattle 
deer,  and  an  aged  American  bison  with  a 
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liide  like  a  doormat,  which  Arthur  had 
bought  at  Bristol  very  cheap,  for  what 
reason  he  has  totally  forgotten.  In  the  end, 
however,  Jacob  steered  the  horse  and 
brougham  into  the  upper,  or  as  he  would 
have  said  '  stodgy '  end  of  a  fish-pond,  and 
bogged  his  horse  splendidly.  Having  seen 
Jacob  win  the  blue  riband  of  driviiifj,  and 
that  no  one  was  hurt,  Struan  returned  to 
George  and  told  him  that  nothing  had 
happened  except  that  Jacob  had  found  it 
necessary  to  make  a  light  cavalry  charge 
into  the  fish-pond. 

'  Arthur  will  be  entire  hours  before  he 
comes  back,'  said  George.  '  I  want  to  talk 
to  you.  This  establishment  will  go  to  the 
devil  when  I  am  dead.' 

'  That  will  be  a  long  time  first,  I  hope, 
George.' 

'  Why  no,'  said  George.     '  I  know  that 
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)'0U  mean  kindly,  and  I  take  it  so.  But  don't 
say  it  again.     I  am  going  to  die,  brotlier,' 

'  I  don't  "believe  it,  George.' 

'  Well,  we  won't  dispute  ;  I  don't  care  to 
live.  I  could  not  enjoy  life.  If  I  were  to 
get  well  enough  to  creep  about  I  should  be 
no  use  to  Arthur.  I  have  told  that  lad 
Jacob  honestly  everything  I  knew,  and  you 
see  what  he  does  with  it :  he  has  no  powers 
of  administration.  Do  you  think  /  would 
ever  have  let  that  horse  feel  the  turf  under 
his  feet  ?  Why  was  the  horse  tried  in  the 
park  ?     Jacob  is  a  fool.' 

'  He  has  not  your  nerve,'  said  Struan. 

'  Perhaps  not.  I  have  been  a  sober  and 
virtuous  man,  though  Edith  won't  count 
that.  In  fact  she  won't  count  "'ood  works 
at  all,  which  puzzles  me,  because  she  is  a 
Catholic.  She  says  I  am  to  make  a  con- 
fession, and  I  want  to  confess  to  you.' 
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'  You  should  do  so  to  a  priest,'  said 
Struan.  '  They  are  the  arbitrators.  If  you 
have  any  doubts  you  should  go  to  the 
clergyman  and  see  if  he  can  help  you.  Eead 
the  liturgy  of  the  English  Church.' 

'  I  am  past  that.  I  want  to  confess  two 
things  to  you,  because  you  have  been  very 
kind  to  me.' 

'  What  are  they  ?  ' 

'  I  have  concealed  two  things  from  you 
— two  things  which  you  ought  to  know,  and 
yet  which  I  am  Ijound  in  honour  not  to 
reveal.  I  should  l3e  l^etraying  Arthur  if  I 
did.     And  you  w^ould  not  have  me  do  that.' 

'George,'  said  Struan,  eagerly,  'say  no 
other  word.  You  must  not  betray  Arthur, 
even  to  me.' 

'  I  will  not.  But  I  must  and  will  tell 
you  this.  Arthur  and  I  know  enough  to 
hang  Cross.     But  Arthur's  feeling  for  Cross 
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is  SO  strong  that  if  I  were  to  swear  against 
him  he  would  swear  for  hira  against  me.' 

'  So  I  feared.  My  dear  George,  we  must 
wait  for  some  accident  which  will  open  even 
Arthur's  eyes.     I  feel  that  it  will  come.' 

Another  came  indeed,  and  was  not  neg- 
lected. 

'  N"ow  George,  my  boy,'  said  Struan,  '  let 
us  have  a  cood  talk — a  comfortable  talk.' 
And  so  he  gently  propped  up  George  with 
pillows,  and  sat  beside  him. 

'  What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  '  he  inquired. 
'  Give  me  a  new  lease  of  life,  Eobert,' 
said  George,  smiling  faintly. 

'  I  hope  you  will  have  that,  George. 
What  next  ? ' 

'  Give  Edith  a  new  lease  of  life,  for  she 
has  been  kind  to  me.' 

'  If  she  shows  any  sense  she  will  have  it,' 
said  Struan.     '  What  next  ?  ' 


122  THE  GRANGE   GARDEN. 

'  I  hardly  know.  Edith  says  that  I 
oii£fht  to  do  o;ood  works,  but  how  can  I  do 
good  works  in  bed  ?  And  she  says  that  I 
ought  to  have  masses  said  for  different  people, 
and  I  haven't  got  any  money  to  pay  for  them,' 

'  That  difficulty  might  be  got  over, 
George.     Do  you  want  anything  else  ? ' 

'  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  this — is  God 
o;oinf?  to  turn  me  into  Hell  for  ever?  or  is  He 
only  going  to  blow  me  out  like  a  candle,  and 
make  an  end  of  me  ?  ' 

'  Confusion  take  people  who  ask  such 
questions  as  these,'  thought  Struan  to  liim- 
self.  '  Why  can't  they  wait  and  see  ?  In  a 
very  short  time  everyone  will  know  the  truth.' 

But  he  said — '  There  is  Heaven,  George,' 
not  knowing  what  else  to  say. 

And  George  replied  :  '  I  should  never 
show  my  face  tUere.  I  have  enough  of  the 
feelings  of  a  gentleman  left  to  prevent  my 
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doing  thai.     Why  you  would  not  speak  to 
me  if  you  met  me  there.' 

Struan  walked  up  and  down  the  room 
thiukintj.  And  he  said  to  himself :  '  In  a 
case  of  hopeless  heathenism  like  this,  it  is 
better  that  the  man  should  accept  every 
superstition  of  Eome,  and  die  happy  with 
extreme  unction.' 

Whereby  it  will  be  seen  that  Struan, 
Catholic  though  he  was,  had  by  no  means  a 
settled  belief 

'  We  may  have  a  chance  of  talking  more 
on  these  subjects,'  he  said.  'My  dear 
brother,  be  silent  now,  and  listen  to  Edith 
about  them.     Here  comes  Arthur.' 

'  I  am  afraid  he  will  be  angry  about  his 
old  brougham,'  said  George,  and  composed 
himself  to  sleep  as  a  precautionary  measure. 

Arthur,  however,  was  radiant :  his 
horse  had  been  rescued  from  the  quagmire 
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at  the  head  of  the  fish-pond,  and  the 
brougham  was  nearly  intact,  though  still 
embedded.  Arthur  was  plastered  with  mud, 
but  in  high  spirits  ;  he  had  got  an  idea  in 
his  head.  Some  of  the  Eoyal  Engineers 
were  working  close  by  on  the  Ordnance 
Survey.  Arthur  argued  that  he,  as  a  deputy 
lieutenant  for  the  county,  had  aright  to  their 
services  to  get  his  brougham  out  of  the  fish- 
pond :  otherwise,  he  said,  what  was  the  use 
of  them  ?  Struan  pointed  out  to  him  that 
imperial  troops  could  only  act  l^y  the  consent 
of  the  civil  power.  Whereby  Arthur  de- 
termined, as  a  magistrate,  to  have  the 
enf>;ineers  down  next  dav,  read  the  Eiot  Act, 
and  then  and  there  request  them  on  their 
allegiance  to  fish  his  carriage  out  of  the  mud. 
Theoretically  and  constitutionally  we  believe 
that  he  w^as  perfectly  right. 
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Struaii  went  away,  and  Arthur,  at 
once  grown  serious,  asked  George  affection- 
ately : 

'  What  have  you  told  him  ?  ' 

'  Nothing  new,'  said  George  ;  '  I  have 
kept  my  promise  to  you.' 

'  You  have  not  told  him  about  my 
will  ? ' 

'  Not  a  word.' 

'  Nor  about  Cross's  attempt  on  my  life  ?  ' 

'  No.' 

'  I  am  sure  you  will  not,  George.  He 
might  annoy  Cross,  and  I  won't  have 
Cross  annoyed  :  partly  from  gratitude, 
and  partly  because  I  am  afraid  of  him.  I 
will  not  have  Cross  moved  against  in  any 
way.' 

'  I  will  follow  your  directions,  brother, 
but  I  almost  think  you  are  unwise.' 
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'  Ah  !  but  don't  you  see  I  am  sure  I  am 

not.' 

With  whicli  wonderfully  intelligible  bit 
of  wisdom,  Arthur  closed  the  conversation 
and  went  out. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

CROSS   SEES    THAT    HE   MUST   ACT. 

Cross  had  planned  tolerably  well,  but 
his  plans  had  not  been  successful.  Many 
times  previously  he  had  been  in  difficulties, 
and  had  got  out  of  them ;  just  now  matters 
were  going  rather  heavily  against  him. 

One  need  scarcely  tell  the  reader  that  he 
was  perfectly  prepared  to  put  everything 
right,  by  any  means  in  his  power.  The 
mischief  was  that  he  did  not  see  his  way  to 
doing  anything.  He  said  to  himself  that 
something  would  happen  in  his  favour,  but 
nothino"  did. 
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There  came  another  crushinsf  loss  siid- 
deuly  following  on  the  previous  one.  He 
went  at  once  to  Burstenberg  to  consult  him. 
Burstenberg  was  very  frank  and  friendly 
with  him. 

'  So,'  he  said,  '  you  have  lost  some  more 
money,  Cross,  have  you  ?  I  have  lost  none 
now.  I  can  lend  you  twenty  pounds,  or 
give  you  twenty  pounds  if  you  like.' 

'  Look  here,'  said  Cross;  '  I  am  not  to  be 
put  off  like  this.  You  and  I  were  in  a 
rather  rascally  business  at  one  time.' 

'  Yes,'  Burstenberg  replied. 

'  I  could  tell  your  share  in  it,  you  pious 
noodle,'  said  Cross. 

'  And  I  could  tell  yours.  But  there  is  a 
difference  between  us.  People  would  believe 
me,  whereas  they  would  never  believe  you.' 

'  We  will  sec  that,'  said  Cross,  and  Burs- 
stenberg  answered,  'We  will.' 
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'Will  you  allow  mo  to  tell  you  that 
you  may  go  to  the  devil,'  said  Cross. 

'  Certainly,'  said  Burstenberg,  with  un- 
impaired good  temper.  '  Will  you  under- 
stand, Cross,  that  I  have  pitched  you  over- 
board ;  that  I  can  disprove  every  w^ord  you 
can  say  against  Lionel  Branscombe ;  and 
that  if  I  am  troubled  by  you  I  shall  do  so.' 

'  Wlio  has  payed  you  ? '  said  Cross, 
'  Heaven  I  suppose.' 

'  Wliy  no,  at  least  not  yet.  Come,  I  will 
be  frank  with  you.  Cross.  I  do  not  Avant 
money,  but  I  want  prestige  ;  to  get  that  I 
have  thrown  you  overboard,  you  understand 
that.  You  are  not  respectable :  people 
begin  to  fight  shy  of  you.  Why,  if  you  had 
been  anytlnng  else  but  an  ass,  you  woidd 
never  have  had  your  name  mixed  up  with 
mine  in  the  old  time.  Now  I  have  worked 
into  paying  respectability,  I  just  send  you 
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to   the  right  about.     I  don't  know  you,  I 
don't   know    anything  about  Lionel  Brans- 
combe,  his  wife,  qr  his  chikL     You  are  not 
a  paying  or  respectable  acquaintance.  Cross, 
and   my   memory  about   past  affairs   is    an 
utter  blank.     I  got  sunstroke  in  Egypt.' 
'  You  are  a  lying  dog.' 
'  And  an  exceedingly  low  classed  Jew  at 
the  same  time,'  said  Burstenberg.     '  You  had 
better  say  it  all  out  at  once.' 
'  You  are  a  Papist.' 

'  Exactly,'  said  Burstenberg,  '  and  I  am 
not  the  hrst  Jew  who  turned  Eoman 
Catholic.  There  is  the  door,  Cross :  and  if 
you  are  wise  you  won't  come  here  again.' 

What  was  the  meaning  of  this  fellow's 
insolence  ?  He  was  merely  a  low  Jew  ad- 
venturer, a  man  to  whom  none  of  the  real 
Jews,  cither  Sephardim  or  Anekazim,  would 
ever  speak      He  w^as  a  renegade,  of  no  high 
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character,  and  yet   lie  clelied.  Cross !  Cross 
got  alarmed. 

Money  lie  must  have — of  that  there  was 
no  doubt.  His  quick  brain  suggested 
Struan,  and  he  went  at  once  to  the  Albany. 

'  I  will  get  money  out  of  him  for  letting 
Lionel  alone,'  he  said  to  himself  '  I  will 
chance  the  matter  that  Arthur  has  not 
spoken  to  him  about  the  money  I  get  at 
Pollington.  I  can  lie  myself  out  of  it  (Cross 
never  minced  matters),  if  he  has  heard  of  it. 
It  is  utterly  improbable  though.' 

The  outer  door  was  open,  and  Cross 
knocked  at  the  inner  one.  '  Come  in,'  said 
a  cheery  voice,  and  Cross  came  in.  A  man 
with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth  was  standing  with 
his  back  towards  the  fire.  Cross  did  not 
know  him  and  asked  '  Is  Mr.  Struan  at 
home?' 

Surely,'  said  the  stranger  ;  '  at  least,'  he 
K  2 
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said  in  a  moment,  '  I  think  lie  is.  Stay  I 
will  go  and  see.  You  are  Dr.  Cross,  I 
think.' 

'  That  is  ray  name.' 

The  stranger  eyed  iiim  with  a  curiosity 
which  seemed  somewhat  impertinent;  before 
he  had  time  to  go  on  his  errand  to  Struan, 
however,  a  door  from  the  rear  was  opened, 
and  Gabriel  the  footman  from  Polliui^ton 
was  revealed. 

Cross  would  have  died  sooner  than  see 
him.  But  he  knew  now  the  secret  of  his 
disappearance.  He  was  only  seen  for  a 
moment,  and  then  the  stranger  went  away, 
lea\dn";  Cross  miisini^.  Gabriel  was  there, 
'  but  how,'  he  said  to  himself,  '  am  I  to  get 
at  him ?  It  must  be  done,'!  am  afraid,  but 
I  don't  see  my  way.' 

The  strance  g;entleman  soon  returned  and 
said  that  Struan  was  out  but  would  be  back 
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ill  half  an  Lour,  or  less.  AVould  Doctor  Cross 
wait  ? 

Doctor  Cross  would.  And  lie  waited. 
Tlie  strange  man  sat  and  smoked,  making  him- 
self tolerably  agreeable.  Cross  thought  him 
rather  a  fool,  and  wondered  why  he  stared  so, 
and  took  such  great  interest  in  him.  Had  he 
known  who  the  man  was,  and  how  dihgently 
he  was  helping  to  ruin  him,  Cross  would 
have  been  deeply  interested. 

He  was  a  fine  good-looking  fellow,  with 
a  brick- dust  brown  complexion.  A  very 
sailor-like  looking  man.  Cross  was  greatly 
interested  in  him. 

'  I  know  your  face  from  somewhere,'  said 
Cross  to  liim ;  '  but  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  re- 
member where.  Oh,  here  is  Mr.  Struan  ;  how 
do  you  do,  my  dear  sir  .^  I  want  a  few  words 
with  you  in  private  ;  I  mean  in  the  very 
strictest  privacy.' 
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'  I  am  only  too  delighted  to  talk  Avith  a 
man  of  Doctor  Cross's  ability,'  said  Stnian. 
'  We  will  have  the  strictest  privacy.  Dickson, 
my  dear  fellow,  will  you  kindly  go  out  that 
way,'  pointing  to  the  back,  '  and  lock  the 
further  door  behind  you.  I  do  not  want 
any  hstening  servant ;  Doctor  Cross  and  I  are 
going  to  talk  on  matters  of  extreme  delicacy/ 

The  stran2;er  did  as  he  was  desired 
without  a  word.  The  front  outer  door  was 
then  shut  and  Cross  saw  that  he  and  Struan 
were  alone  together.  He  was  going  to  play 
a  bold  desperate  card,  and  he  went  to  the 
point. 

'Mr.  Struan,'  he  said  'I  am  sorry  to  tell 
3-0U  that  I  am  in  difficulties.' 

'  A  man  with  a  practice  like  Dr.  Cross's 
might  soon  overcome  them.' 

'  In  a  very  short  time  I  will  allow,  but 
my  present  needs  are  pressing,  so  pressing 


THE  GRANGE   GARDEN.  135 

indeed  that  I  a,m  utterly  ruined,  unless  they 
can  be  met.' 

'  Then  you  want  my  assistance  ?  ' 

'I  do,  Mr.  Struan.  You  remember  an 
offer  you  made  to  me  about  compounding  a 
felony  of  Lionel  Branscombe  ?  ' 

'  That  is  very  cleverly  put.  Doctor  Cross,' 
said  Struan.  '  I  am  glad  you  put  it  so, 
because  now  we  can  bargain  as  two  men  of 
the  world,  without  any  mock  modesty.' 

Cross  feiizned  to  lauo-h ;  it  iarred  on 
Struan's  ears  and  made  them  tincrle.  '  I 
said,'  repeated  Struan,  '  that  there  need  be 
no  "  mock  modesty  "  between  men  of  the 
world  like  ourselves.' 

'  Exactly,'  said  Cross.  '  Well,  I  am  needy 
and  utterly  unscrupulous,  and  I  will  take  the 
money  you  offered.' 

Struan  paused.  He  had  paid  the  black 
mail   before,   and    did   not  want  to  pay  it 
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again.  Still  lie  reflected  that  he  had  joaid  it 
through  Arthur,  and  that  Arthur  was  by 
no  means  a  person  to  be  trusted  as  re- 
garded Cross.  Suppose  that  he  shoidd  refuse 
to  produce  the  paper  which  Cross  had 
signed  as  Arthur  liad  told  him  :  why  they 
were  only  where  they  started,  Cross  was  like 
an  eel  and  mio-ht  o-ive  them  a  vast  amount  of 
trouble.  Besides  the  allied  powers  were 
determined  to  make  the  man  hopelessly 
commit  himself,  and  the  whole  thing  would 
not  amount  to  a  thousand  pounds  in  all.  He 
tried  to  catch  him.  It  was  immoral  possibly 
in  our  English  ideas  of  justice,  but  only  in 
ours.  Any  foreign  juge  d'Instruction  would 
have  morally  done  the  same. 

'  That   is  a  very  large   sum  of  money, 
Dr.  Cross,'  said  Struan. 

'  It  is  the  least  I  will  take,  however.' 
'  Have  you  ever  spoken  about  making 
terms  with  Arthur  Branscombe  ?  ' 
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'  Never,'  said  Cross.  This  lie  was  very 
frankly  told,  witli  a  look  of  wonder. 

'  I  suppose  we  had  better  make  short 
work  of  it  and  come  to  terms,'  said  Strnan. 
'  You  see  tliat  I  am  witliout  my  principal 
(which  was  in  one  sense  true),  and  I  am  not 
fully  instructed.  However,  I  will  ask.  Just 
sign  this  paper  and  I  will  give  you  the  money 
in  bank  notes.' 

The  paper  was  soon  written  out ;  it  ran — 

'  Received  of  Eobert  Struan,  Esq., the  sum 
of  500/.  on  the  condition  that  I,  Jolni  Cross, 
M.D.,  withdraw  all  charges  against  Lionel 
Branscombe,  that  I  declare  all  charges  against 
him  ever  made  by  me  to  have  arisen  from 
misconception,  and  to  be  utterly  ground- 
less ;  and  that  I  declare  him  an  innocent 
man.' 

Struan  laid  the  paper  before  him,  and 
at  the  same  time  began  carefully  counting 
some  bank  notes,  which  he  took  out  of  a  cash 
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box,  and  writing;  down  the  numbers  of  them 
on  a  sheet  of  letter  paper. 

Cross  miglit  have  hesitated  but  for  the 
tempting  erackle  of  the  crisp  paper.  Seeing, 
like  lightning,  that  his  last  card  was  not  yet 
played,  he  uttered  an  oath  which  was  not 
audibly  expressed  and  signed  the  paper. 

'  Count  these  notes  please,  Doctor,'  said 
Struan. 

They  were  correct.  '  I  ought  to  deduct 
five  per  cent,  discount  for  ready  money,' 
said  Struan  smiling  and  looking  at  him 
askance  ;  '  but  w^e  won't  count  that.  Now 
have  you  any  objection  to  further  business  ?  ' 
'  Not  to  discussing  it,'  said  Cross,  pocket- 
in<j  the  notes  Avith  a  sigh  of  satisfaction. 

'  Well,  this  is  what  I  mean.  You  have  a 
char^'-e  ai^ainst  Arthur  Branscombe :  for 
what  will  you  sell  it  ?  ' 

'  I  must  settle  that  with  Artluu^  myself, 
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Mr.  Struiin.  It  is  a  matter  about  which  I 
cannot  possibly  hsten  to  third  parties. 
What  do  you  know  about  it  ? ' 

'  I  frankly  confess  very  little  ;  I  only 
thought  that  as  a  gentleman  who  would 
take  money,  you  might  possibly  be  bought 
off — that  is  all.' 

'  I  must  not  make  my  bargain  with 
Arthur  here,'  said  Cross.  'Has  he  authorised 
you  to  make  any  offer  to  me  on  the  subject?' 

'  Why,  no.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I 
fear  you  still  retain  more  of  his  confidence 
and  love  than  you  deserve.  He  will  not 
annoy  you  if  he  can  help  it ;  I  do  not  speak 
of  fair  play  to  a  man  like  you,  but  I  give 
you  warning  that  if  you  annoy  him — well, 
you  will  make  very  powerful  enemies. 

'  I  do  not  doubt  it,'  said  Cross  quietly, 
and  went  away  without  more  words. 

Struan   and     Lionel   Branscombe     were 


I40  THE   GRANGE   GARDEN. 

together  about  a  quarter  of  an  liour   after- 
wards, and  exchanged  opinions. 

Lionel  said.  '  We  have  him  utterly 
now  on  the  one  point,  but  we  must  save 
Arthur.' 

'  We  must  if  we  can,'  replied  Struan, 
'  but  I  can't  see  how  it  is  to  be  done.  It 
seems  that  George  knows  enough  to  hang 
Cross,  and  that  Cross  knows  enough  to  com- 
promise Arthur.  But  none  of  them  will 
tell  the  truth.  Meanwhile,  Lionel,  you  are 
safe  and  free,  the  man  can't  fight  you  after 
liis  double  treachery.' 

'  But  we  must  save  Arthur,'  said  Lionel 
arrain. 

'  Assuredly,'  said  Struan.  '  You  have 
attended  to  George's  letter?' 

'  Yes,  if  prying  can  make  a  good  de- 
tective, Cross  will  not  be  alone  for  some 
time.' 
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'  I  don't  see  the  use  of  settinoj  Gabriel 
to  watcli  him.' 

'  Georsfc  knows  more  than  lie  chooses  to 
tell,'  said  Lionel ;  '  we  will  be  on  the  safe 
side.' 

Cross,  in  the  meanwhile,  considered  him- 
self saved — at  least  this  money  made  liim 
safe  for  a  time.  He  had  other  means,  but 
he  could  not  convert  them  without  lowerinc^ 
certain  shares  which  he  w^as  trying  hard  to 
raise.  It  was  obvious  to  him  that  he  must 
make  his  grand  coui:>  at  Polhugton. 

'  If,'  he  now  argued,  '  I  do  that,  I  am 
absolutely  safe.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  I 
only  put  the  screw  on  Arthur,  my  position 
is  very  precarious.  Arthur  only  trusts  me 
because  at  our  last  interview  I  never  said  a 
word  about  my  power  over  him  or  offered 
to  extort  money  from  him  on  those  grounds. 
He    will   never  alter  his  will  while  I  leave 
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him  alone,  unless  Struan  and  he  compare 
notes,  which  is  an  im.minent  danger,  and 
must  be  averted  at  once.' 

So  he  set  his  brains  to  avert  it.  The 
horrible  deed  he  had  done  in  anticipation 
had  borne  no  fruits,  and  remained  a 
mystery  which  puzzled  and  irritated  him 
beyond  measure.  There  was  prussic  acid 
enouo;h  in  Arthur's  dressins;  case  to  kill  a 
ship's  company,  but  no  one  had  taken  it 
as  yet.  This  mystery,  a  mystery  still,  must 
be  solved  now  and  for  ever,  for  there  was 
no  time  to  lose. 
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CHAPTEE   XIII. 

OUK   DEAR   LADIES    TAKE    THEIR    FIRST 
RAILWAY   JOURNEY. 

'  How  near  tlie  inouiiUii]i  looks  this  morning,' 
said  Lady  Alice  to  Lady  Madeleine.  '  If  I 
were  twenty  years  younger  I  should  be  able 
to  see  the  sheep  upon  it.' 

'  Tw^enty  years  ! '  exclaimed  Lady  Made- 
leine. 

'  Yes,  it  is  getting;  on  for  that  time  since 
we  came  here.' 

'Well,  not  yet,'  said  Lady  Madeleine, 
'  but  it  seems  like  a  week  since  we  came. 
Do  you  ever  wonder  what  the  old  folks  say 
about  us  ? ' 
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'  Not  much,'  said  Lady  Alice.  '  Still  I 
have  a  curiosity.  1  think  some  day  that  I 
"will  run  over  to  Castle  Browne,  and  see 
them  all ;  it  would  be  grand  fun  entirely. 
My  nephew  is  Lord  there  now  ;  he  "was  a 
gossoon  when  I  saw  him  last ;  he'll  do  well 
in  the  world  they  say,  and  indeed  he  was  a 
fine  pickle  of  a  boy,  letting  Father  Moriarty's 
pigs  into  the  potatoes  in  mass  time,  and 
Father  Moriarty  going  to  me  father  and 
saying :  "  Me  lard,  I  trouble  ye  for  four  pound 
seven  for  the  damage  done  by  your  grand- 
son." "  Sure,"  says  me  father,  "  if  your  pigs 
has  eat  your  potatoes  they'll  be  the  fatter  for 
it — the  victuals  haven't  gone  off  the 
premises  at  all,  at  all.  You're  none  the 
worse  !  "  "  But  my  feelings,  me  lard,"  says 
the  clargy.  "  As  for  your  feelings,  Father 
Moriarty,"  says  me  father,  "  I'd  do  a  trifle 
for  them."     "  Then,"  says  Father  Moriarty, 
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"  let  the  O'Eourkes  stay  on  the  land."    "  They 
are  trashino;  it  till   it  won't  cjrow  a  thistle, 
and  subdividing  it,"   says  me  father.     "  But 
I  won't  evict  if  you  say  no  ;  for  you  are  a 
good  man,  and  a  wise  one,  thougli  you  are 
a  Romanist !  "     And  lie  had  in  a  bottle   of 
the   best   sherry    wine,    the    same   he   laid 
down  tlie  year   the  Prmce  Eegent  came   to 
Dublin  in  a  kilt — no  'twas  in  Edinburo-h  he 
did   that — and  he  and  me    flitlier  and   me 
brother    Cornelius   finished    the   bottle   and 
another  witli  it,  and  tlie  O'Eourkes  are  there 
now.     And  me  brother  Cornelius  went  out 
snipe-shooting    and     came     home     at    one 
o'clock  in  the  mornino;,  -witli  Mike  liurkc"s 
pitchfork  under  his  arm  for  his  gnu.     I  \vish 
you  had  known  him   early,  Madeleine,   he'd 
have  made  you  a  good  Inisband.' 

Which  was  undoubtedly  true  ;  for  tlierc 
is  not  a  steadier  officer  in  the  service.    Lady 
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Madeleine  was  very  much  pleased  to  find 
her  more  eccentric  companion  in  the 
humour  for  old  memories.  '  If  you  went  to 
Castle  Browne  you  woidd  come  back  to 
me  ?  '  she  said. 

Lady  Alice  at  once  lifted  Lady  Made- 
leine off  the  ground  in  her  arms  and  began 
to  cry. 

'  Do  you  tliink  that  I  would  ever  leave 
you  now,  my  beloved,  after  so  many  patient 
years,  when  you  have  borne  with  my  ill- 
temper  and  my  wild  Irish  ways?  No,  my 
dear,  I  will  only  pray  that  God  may  take 
me  first,  though  that's  selfish  again.  An 
EnQ;lish  woman  mic^ht  be  found  to  do  such 
a  thing,  but  never  an  Irish  woman  in  the 
whole  of  the  Island.' 

'Don't  you  be  too  sure,'  said  Lady 
Madeleine,  smiling.  'Somebody  is  coming 
here  to-day  who   may  alter  your  resolution. 
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My  brother  Algernon  lias  now  come  home 
from  India  for  the  third  and  last  time,  and 
he  is  coming  to  see  me  this  very  day.  Will 
you  see  him  ?  ' 

'  Yoiu"  brother  comino;  ?  that  is  o-rand 
news,'  said  Lady  Alice.  '  He  was  the  only 
man  I  ever  loved,  and  he  used  to  pay  me 
attentions  whicli  no  other  man  ever  did. 
Now  I  shall  see  him  again  when  we  are  both 
old  ;  I  am  so  very  glad.' 

'  You  are  neither  of  you  very  old,'  said 
Lady  Madeleine,  laughing.  '  You  must  take 
care.' 

'  Perhaps  my  brother  Cornelius  may 
come,  and  I  may  have  to  give  you  the  same 
warninfy.' 

'Your  brother  is  married,  mine  is  a 
bachelor,'  said  Lady  Madeleine,  'so  I  am 
safe.' 

He   came  while  they  were    still  in  the 
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garden,  and  Lady  Madeleine  went  at  the 
broad  central  walk  to  meet  liim.  Brother 
and  sister  had  not  met  for  some  years,  and 
so  Ladv  Alice  went  on  with  tiimmino;  the 
roses. 

At  last  they  approached  her  :  he  was 
much  taller  than  his  sister,  but  wonderfully 
like  her  ;  he  had  never  been  handsome,  but 
he  had  the  same  beautiful  quiet  expression. 
Lady  Alice's  heart  had  been  given  him 
years  ago,  and  she  gave  it  over  again  now. 

'  Do  you  remember  me,  Lady  Alice  ?  '  he 
said,  taking  her  hand  in  his. 

'  The  Lish  never  forget  those  who  are 
kind  to  them,'  she  replied,  with  just  a  shade 
of  tenderness  in  her  voice. 

This  was  an  entirely  new  fact  to  the 
Indian  judge ;  but  then  he  had  been  so 
long  out  of  the  country,  you  see.  He 
answered : 
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'  You  speak  with  all  the  warmth  and 
generosity  of  your  nation,  but  I  cannot 
allow  that  you  ever  incurred  any  obligation 
to  me.  On  the  contrary  you  gave  me  the 
benefit  of  your  society,  and  to  some  extent 
of  your  confidence,  when  we  were  both,  in 
spite  of  our  family  connections,  almost 
friendless.  My  recollections  of  you  are 
more  agreeable  than  those  of  any  woman  I 
ever  met.' 

Women  may  get  a  trifle  grey  without 
losing  the  power  of  blushing  ;  it  is  perfectly 
certain  that  Lady  Ahce  had  not  lost  that 
power.  And  that  false  traitor  I^ady  Made- 
leine Howard,  behaving  more  like  Howard 
of  Escrick  than  Howard  of  Effingham,  saw 
suddenly  that  the  gate  of  the  fowl-yard  was 
open,  and  ran  off  to  shut  it.  It  was  not 
open,  as  she  well  knew.  The  hens  were  all 
walkini]^  about   talking;    to   themselves  in  ca 
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monotonous  tone  about  barley  and  eggs, 
except  two  who  had  determined  to  lay  in 
the  same  nest  in  defiance  of  each  other  and 
the  proprieties  of  life,  and  occasionally  en- 
livened that  function  by  pecking  one 
another  on  the  back  of  the  head,  much  as 
George  and  Arthur  Branscombe  used  to  do 
before  the  advent  of  Eobert  Struan. 

Lord  Algernon  and  Lady  Alice  were 
alone  together ;  that  Avas  all  that  this  false 
friend  desired.  Slie  liad  heard  from  her 
brother  before  that  morning,  and  by  degrees 
had  matured  a  certain  plot,  or  to  be  more 
polite,  plan,  which  the  reader  may  possibly 
guess  if  he  is  profoundly  sagacious. 

'  Alice,'  said  Algernon,  when  they  were 
alone,  '  You  tell  me  that  you.  have  not 
forgotten  the  past.' 

'  I  am  not  likely  to,  Algernon,'  she  said 
frankly.     '  Before  I  left  the  world  for  this 
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peaceful  home,  my  pleasantest  recollections 
were  of  you.' 

'  You  remember  what  I  said  to  you. 
You  remember  how  cruelly  we  were  parted 
by  others  ?  ' 

'  I  remember  well.' 

'  May  I,  now  that  we  are  older  and 
more    independent,    say    the    same    words 


iigain  ? 


'  Please,  Algernon,  do  not.  I  beg  of  you 
in  Heaven's  name  not  to  do  so.  My  rela- 
tions with  your  sister  are  such,  and  they 
liave  been  continued  so  long,  that  any 
breach  of  them  would  ruin  her  hfe.  This  is 
the  thu'd  time  you  have  hinted  at  this,  and  I 
have  not  imswered  you.  Now  I  meet  you 
face  to  face,  let  me  tell  you  once  for  all  that 
it  is  impossible.  We  are  both  too  old  to 
dream  of  such  a  tliinc^.' 

'  How  much  does  Madeleine  know  ?  '  he 
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aj^kecl  simply,  not  heeding  her  remon- 
strances. 

'  My  secret  escaped  me  once.  I  told 
her  that  I  had  loved  you,  and  she  knew  that 
it  was  because  she  was  your  sister  that  I 
consented  to  join  her  in  the  renunciation  of 
the  world  :  but  she  does  not  know  how  far 
matters  went,  or  how  your  father  separated 
us.  Alfyernon,  will  it  content  you  that  we 
should  be  loving  friends  henceforth  ?  ' 

'It  must,'  said  Algernon  Howard  with 
secret  complacency :  for  he  thought  that  it 
would  be  all  as  he  wished  in  time.  '  Now, 
Alice,  let  us  go  into  the  house  and  see 
Madeleine  again.' 

Lady  Madeleine  observed  with  great 
content  that  for  the  present  they  were  most 
excellent  good  friends,  and  she  was  very 
happy. 

Then    the    floodgates    of    speech   were 
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loosed,  and  they  talked  about  old  times,  and 
the  various  people  Avliom  they  had  known 
before  Lord  Algernon,  the  cadet,  had  gone 
from  the  world  to  India,  and  before  Lady 
Alice  and  Lady  Madeleine  had  gone  still 
further  from  the  world  into  Shropshire. 
Lady  Alice  said  that  they  Avere  like  ghouls, 
digging  out  people  some  of  whom  had  been 
dead  for  twenty  years.  Still  she  took  a 
turn  or  two  with  the  spade  herself  for  all 
that. 

'  Lady  Emily  Tavish,  you  remember  her, 
Algernon,  the  girl  Avith  the  wall  eye,  and 
a  Scotch  pebble  broach,  Avhich  she  had  the 
impudence  to  compare  to  real  L-isli  dia- 
monds, when  it  is  Avell  known  that  there  are 
no  diamonds  in  Scotland,  and  that  tlie 
Wicklow  gold  is  better  than  Scotch  silver 
any  day.  And  she  Avas  married  U)  a 
Manchester  man,  Avith    a   cotton  mill,    that 
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bouglit  improper  pictures  of  Higlilandmen 
and  Greeks,  and  such  people,  and  she 
came  into  a  nice  penny  too,  and  he  made 
more  of  it  by  letting  her  shootings :  ye 
wouldn't  find  an  Irishman  doing;  that. 
She  was  a  good  woman  though,  and 
wouldn't  see  the  poor  want.  Wotherston 
knows  her.' 

'  I  suppose  you  can  let  me  sleep  here, 
Madeleine  ? '  said  Alsernon.  '  I  have  to  <?o 
away  to-morrow  morning.' 

'  This  is  a  short  visit : — whither  ?  ' 

'  I  am  going  to  see  our  nephew  at 
Pollington,  after  an  interval  of  seventeen 
years,'  said  Algernon.  '  I  suppose  that  you 
have  not  seen  him  or  any  one.' 

'He  has  been  here  twice,'  said  Lady 
Madeleine.  '  Once  for  no  particular  pur- 
pose, but  again  wlicn  Clara  and  Wotherston 
were  married.' 
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'  How  is  he  getting  on  ? '  asked  Al- 
gernon. 

'  Well,  they  say  that  he  led  at  one  time 
a  sad  life,  but  we  have  always  found  him  a 
perfect  gentleman,  in  his  way  you  know.' 

'  I  am  going  to  see  him,'  said  Algernon. 
'  I  am  going  to  enter  into  English  politics, 
and  he  is,  all  said  and  done,  the  man  in  our 
branch  of  tlie  family  with  more  acres  than 
any  other  member  of  it.  Has  he  any  po- 
litical power  ? ' 

'  I  don't  fancy  he  has  much.  I  do  not 
think  that  Arthur  will  be  of  use  to  you. 
He  is  eccentric,  and  he  is  in  affliction  just 
now.     Wait  a  few  days.' 

'  Algernon  might  do  good  by  going 
there,'  said  Lady  Alice.  '  And  you  might 
do  still  more  good  by  going  with  him.' 

'  I  should  like  to  go  with  my  brother  if 
he  goes,'  said  Lady  Madeleine.     '  Edith  has 
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been    there  all   alone    nursino-  Geome,    for 
.  some  time  now,  and  she  would  like  to  see 
one  of  us.' 

'  Slie  niiglit  like  to  see  the  pair  of  us,' 
said  Lady  Ahce,  '  and  she  will  too,  for  I  am 
going.  Send  in  a  hurry  now,  and  tell 
Wotherston's  people  to  have  his  big  carriage 
here  by  half-past  nine.' 

'  Do  you  use  Wotherston's  carriao-es  in 
this  free  and  easy  manner  ? '  enquked 
Algernon,  with  amused  astonishment. 

'His  horses  want  exercising  now  he  is 
away  in  office,'  said  Lady  Alice,  '  and  his 
men  would  as  soon  drive  for  us  as  for  him.' 

She  might  have  added  sooner,  for  tlieir 
master  never  f»:ave  them  half-a-sovereif^n 
every  time  they  put  their  horses  to. 

Pulverbatch  was  the  nearest  station  to 
Weston,  and  our  two  Ladies,  accompanied 
by   Algernon,    ahghted   there    half-an-hour 
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too  soon.  The  station-master  was  greatly 
upset,  but  kept  his  presence  of  mind.  It 
was  the  first  time  on  which  tlie  two  mys- 
terious ladies  of  Weston  had  been  seen  there 
in  his  time.  He  knew  who  tliey  were  very 
well,  because  Wotherston's  servant  had  told 
him  in  a  hurried  whisper  on  alighting  from 
the  box.  Which  was  whicli,  and  who  was 
the  gentleman  with  them,  he  had  no  time  to 
gather.  He  rushed  on  his  destruction 
without  a  saving  hand  held  out  to  help  him. 

'  Lady  Madeleine  Howard,  I  beheve,'  he 
said,  making  his  best  bow  to  Lady  Alice 
Browne. 

'  If  you  don't  know  an  Irish  woman 
when  you  see  her,'  said  Lady  Alice,  with 
assumed  severity,  '  I  am  sorry  for  you.  But 
it  is  nothing  less  than  was  to  be  expected. 
Saxon  all  over.' 

'  My  lady,'  said  the  station-master,  get- 
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ting  red,  '  I  beg  to  inform  your  ladyship 
that  I  am  as  good  an  Irishman  as  you  are 
yourself.  My  name's  O'Dowd,  and  a  true 
Catholic  like  your  ladyship.' 

'  Man,'  said  Lady  Alice,  now  struggling 
to  preserve  a  juste  milieu  between  her  love 
for  an  Lishman,  and  her  ano;er  at  findino- 
one  so  ignorant  as  to  suppose  that  any  of 
her  branch  of  the  Browne  family  could 
possibly  be  a  Catholic.  '  We  want  tickets  for 
Pollington.'  And  she  turned  grandly  away 
from  her  abashed  fellow-countryman.  But 
she  recovered  her  self-possession  by  compar- 
ing unfavourably  the  country  through  which 
they  passed,  with  Ireland  as  it  was  before 
the  Man  Peel  (she  never  would  call  him 
anything  else)  made  tlie  Maynooth  Grant. 
Iler  ladyship's  knowledge  of  Irish  history 
was  not  trustworthy. 
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CHAPTEE  XIV. 

t 

A   HAPPY    EVENING   AT    POLLING  TON. 

Geokge,  Edith,  and  Arthur  were  together 
one  afternoon.  George  and  Edith  were 
reading;  Edith  a  rehg;ioiis  and  Georg;e  a 
secular  book,  while  Arthur  was  standing  in 
the  window  silent.  At  last  he  turned  and 
said, 

'  I  make  it  fom-  pound,  eighteen  and 
four  pence.     What  do  you  two  make  it  ?  ' 

As  this  was  the  first  they  had  ever  heard 
of  it  naturally  neither  of  them  could  say. 
So  they  both  smiled  and  were  puzzled. 
Arthur  enlightened  them  by  saying, 

'  Her.' 
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Arthur  left  them  exactly  where  they  were 
until  explanations  became  necessary  and  it 
was  discovered  that  Arthur  had  been  think- 
ing to  himself  for  a  long  time,  and  was  under 
the  impression  that  he  had  been  saying  it  all 
aloud  and  that  they  had  bsen  listening  to  it. 
The  discovery  greatly  disconcerted  him  be- 
cause he  had  forgotten  several  points  in  his 
argument,  and  was  afraid  he  would  have  to 
rememl)erthem.  Edith,  however,  saved  him 
further  trouble  by  sajdng, 

'  Of  what  were  you  speaking,  Arthur  ? ' 
'  Widow  Wilson's  rent,'  said  Arthur 
prom]Aly  ;  '  tliiit's  what  I  make  it.  She  has 
been  here  asking  for  time  again,  and  I  never 
give  time ;  bless  you  I  should  have  them  all 
down  upon  me  if  I  did.  My  Governor  used 
to  say  that  a  gentleman  should  never  keep 
cottage  property  in  his  own  hands,  for  tliey 
will  beg  on  till  they  ruin  you.     Xow  I  am 
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not  going  to  give  lier  time.     Give  one,  give 
all,  and  die  in  the  union.' 

'  She  is  a  hard-working  old  trot,  Arthur,' 
said  George  ;  '  will  you  let  me  pay  for  her  ? 
I  have  got  the  money,'  he  added  with  a 
faint  laugh. 

'  That  wouldn't  do,'  said  Arthur,  shaking 
his  head  sagely  ;  '  you'd  be  paying  for  the 
whole  lot  of  them  next ;  and  Ninian  Chaloner 
has  been  at  it  again  and  knocked  his  brother's 
head  through  my  new  sash  window  Avhich  he 
got  me  to  put  in  ;  they  fell  out  about  skittles. 
And  he  pays  for  that  I  tell  him.  And  his 
brother  won't  pull  him  :  if  he  does  when  I  am 
on  the  bench  I  won't  see  him  throu2;h,  thoudi 
he  is  not  a  bad  tenant.  I  have  got  a  different 
plan  with  widow  Wilson.' 

'  And  what  is  that  ? '  said  George. 

'  Why,'  said  Arthur,  with  a  cunning  laugli, 
'to  let  her  off  altogether  ;  don't  you  see  that 
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makes  no  precedent ;  the  others  know  that  I 
won't  let  ihem  off.  I  think  that  is  deuced 
sharp  ;  but  the  idea  was  not  original ;  I  got  it 
from  those  parables  that  Edith  was  reading, 
about  the  importunate  widow,  and  the  cruel 
fellow  servant.' 

'  I  think  you  got  it  out  of  your  own  good 
heart,  Arthur,'  said  Edith  ;  but  Arthur  did 
not  hear  it,  for  by  this  time  he  had  realised 
the  fact  that  George  had  offered  to  pay  the 
widow's  rent  out  of  his  own  pocket.  This 
was  so  astounding  that  it  served  him  for 
mental  pabulum  for  the  next  half  hour :  at 
the  end  of  wliich  he  came  to  this  lucid  con- 
clusion : 

'  jSTinian  Chaloner's  mother  was  Betsy 
Gates  of  Lettlease  Farm,  and  her  father  sold 
all  the  manure  of  the  land  and  got  down  to 
eieht  bushels  an  acre  before  the  Governor 
had  to  thrash  out  his  best  rick  by  force  and 
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violence  to  ffet  his  rent.     That  is   what  the 


Scotch  people  call  hypothec,  and  they  don't 
like  it.' 

After  a  short  time  he  continued,  looking 
out  of  tlie  window, 

'  That  is  the  same  bay  horse  that  I  sold 
to  Anscoml^e  at  the  "  Spread  Eagle "  in 
Gloucester  :  I  wonder  what  Dickenson  gave 
him  for  it.  Anscombe  got  his  money's  worth 
out  of  me  for  that  horse,  though  he  would 
have  cast  me  in  an  action  on  w^arranty  if  he 
had  gone  on.  He  held  his  tongue  after  he 
found  out  the  spavin,  and  sold  him  to  that 
fool  Dickenson  who  woidd  buy  anything. 
They  are  going  to  stay,  they  have  both  got 
out,  and  tlie  boxes  are  being  taken  down.' 

Editli's  curiosity  led  her  to  the  window 
as  the  only  possible  way  of  finding  out  what 
Arthur  was  talkino-  about.  To  her  unutter- 
able  astonishment  she  saw  a  II y  drawn  up 
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before  the  door,  Lady  Madeleine  and  a 
strange  man  standing  on  the  steps,  while 
Lady  Alice  was  directing  the  removal  of 
some  boxes  with  a  large  umbrella. 

'  We  had  better  go  down,  Arthur,'  she 
said. 

'  Think  so? '  said  Arthur ;  '  then  come  on.* 
And  down  they  went,  Arthur  confronted 
the  party  on  the  steps  and  did  not  say  any- 
thing except  to  tell  the  servants  generally 
not  to  chip  the  oak  bannisters  with  the  boxes 
as  they  carried  them  upstairs. 

'  I  hope  we  are  welcome,  Arthur  ?  '  said 
Lady  Madeleine. 

'  It  is  my  opinion,'  said  Arthur,  speaking 
very  slowly,  '  that  we  had  better  have  fires 
in  all  the  rooms,  or  you'll  be  having  the  lum- 
bago, and  you  are  not  so  young  as  ijou  were, 
aunt.  Neither,  sir,'  he  continued,  looking  at 
Lord  Algernon,  '  are  you   apparently :  and 
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you,  Lady  Alice,  are  getting  on  in  years  ; 
you  were  pretty  old  when  I  was  a  boy.' 

'  Arthur,'  said  Lady  Madeleine,  holdinir 
out  her  hand,  at  which  he  gazed  in  mute 
astonishment,  '  we  are  come  to  pay  you  a 
visit.' 

'  Well,  don't  go  away  again,  aunt ;  that  is 
all  I  ask  of  you.' 

'  This  is  your  uncle  Algernon,'  she  rephed 
smiling,  '  from  India.' 

'  I  can  just  remember  you  before  you 
Avent  to  India,  sir,'  said  Arthur,  '  and  j'ou 
were  kind  to  me.  Well,  I  will  do  the  best  I 
can  for  you  ;  people  from  that  climate  gener- 
ally like  a  warm  mash  before  bedding  down. 
I  didn't  mean  that,  I  mean  that  my  cook 
makes  excellent  curries.' 

Here  he  stopped  and  looked  fixedly  at 
Lady  Alice  Browne's  bonnet,  a  vast  and  ex- 
pensive structure  originally  erected  in  the 
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year  which  placed  Louis  Philippe  on  the 
throne  of  France,  but  which  had  since  been, 
as  they  say  of  churches,  repaired  and  beauti- 
fied by  her  own  Irish  hands  without  Parisian 
advice.  He  however  quickly  recovered  him- 
self, and  said  with  dignity,  almost  with  grace, 

'  You  three  have  done  me  a  high  honour 
and  compliment.  Everything  I  have  is  at 
your  service.  I  have  not  deserved  this  from 
you.  but  I  will  try  to.  I  am  not  what  I  was, 
and  you  will  find  the  same  thing  true  about 
my  poor  brother.' 

Here  lie  was  comphmented  with  a  sound- 
ing slap  on  the  back  from  Lady  Alice.  He 
was  not  moved  or  astonished  in  any  way. 
The  congenital  insanity  of  the  Irish  nation 
was  part  of  the  creed  which  he  had  received 
from  his  father,  and,  if  she  liked  to  bang 
him  about  the  back,  the  laws  of  hospi- 
tality prevented  his  noticing  it. 
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'However,'  lie  said,  'come  in  and  be 
welcome  to  Pollington.  Here  is  our 
dear  little  Edith  :  my  new  house-keeper  v/ill 
welcome  you  better  than  I  can.  Come 
into  the  drawing-room,   and  take  off  your 


He  was  going  to  say  bonnets,  but  he 
was  uncertain  whether  Lady  Alice's  head- 
dress Avas  a  bonnet  in  the  ordinary  accepta- 
tion of  the  word ;  so  with  his  usual  caution 
he  substituted  the  word  '  clothes,'  which 
scandalized  that  lady  greatly,  though  she 
was  too  G:ood  to  show  it.  '  As  if  avc  were 
molasses  negroes,'  she  said  to  Lady  Made- 
leine in  private  ;  '  but  he  is  a  good  fellow, 
and  I  will  swear  there  is  Irish  blood  in  him 
somehow.' 

Arthur  iji:ave  them  a  good  Avelcome  in 
the  way  of  hospitality :  he  drove  his  servants 
about   until    everytliing   was    in   order    for 
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tliem:  no  sucli  doings  had  been  seen  in 
Pollington  since  '  the  Governor  '  died.  His 
servants,  from  the  unmber  of  fires  which 
were  ordered  to  be  lit,  wondered  if  he  was 
going  to  burn  the  house  down.  Unused  to 
hospitahty,  he  made  the  mistake  of  looking 
merely  after  his  guests'  creature  comforts, 
and  not  "ivinty  them  what  amono;  hioh-bred 
jDCople  is  thought  of  more  highly,  his 
society.  But  that  was  no  great  loss,  poor 
fellow.  Edith  did  the  honours  for  him  far 
better  than  he  could  have  done  them  him- 
self:  he  bustled  away  to  see  to  everything, 
and  the  others  let  him  go  without  trying  to 
retain  him. 

He  was  a  secondary  person.  The  sick 
man  is  first  in  consideration ;  when  Lady  Alice 
asked  Edith  '  how  is  Ite  1 '  she  was  under- 
stood to  mean  George.  And  they  all  went 
up-stairs  to  visit  that  sinner. 
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He  Iiad  been  o-ettin";  better,  so  Edith 
told  them,  and  he  had  his  clothes  on  and 
was  sitting  up  on  a  couch.  He  would  get 
through  it  she  said,  but  would  never  be  the 
man  he  was  before.  Lady  Alice  said  that 
was  a  bad  hearincf  indeed.  She  had  ex- 
pressed  a  totally  different  opinion  shortly 
before  on  reading  the  letter  which  had 
come  to  them  from  Pollino'ton.  But  then 
Lady  Alice  was  brought  up  on  the  other 
side  of  that  channel  which  takes  its  name 
from  the  patron  saint  of  the  tyrannical 
Saxon. 

George  Avas  very  glad  to  see  them. 
'  This,'  he  said  to  Lady  Madeleine,  '  is  like  a 
promise  of  better  days,  aunt.  If  I  am  to  die 
I  am  not  afraid  now  ;  not  in  the  least.  You 
will  be  kind  to  old  Arthur  when  I  am  gone, 
won't  you  ? ' 

'  ]5ut  you  shan't  die,  George,'  said  she. 


I70  THE    GRANGE    GARDEN. 

'  I  am  afraid  that  is  past  your  mending, 
Aunt  Madeleine,'  said  George  :  'listen  to  my 
breath.' 

'  Your  breath,'  said  Lady  Alice,  who  had 
sat  down  behind  liim,  '  your  breath  is  well 
enough.  AVhy  my  uncle,  Lord  Dennis 
Browne,  lived  for  twenty  years  with  both 
lungs  gone.  Not  that  there  was  ever  any 
consumption  known  in  L'eland  till  the 
traitor  Londonderrv  (it's  Castlereag;h  some  of 
them  call  him ;  they  never  know  their  own 
names  in  England)  introduced  it  with  his 
wicked  Union.     You'll  do  v/ell  enough.' 

'  In  the  next  world  possibly,'  said 
George, '  but  I  fear  not  in  this  :  I  know  that 
I  may  linger  on  for  years  and  years,  but  I 
can  never  enjoy  life  again.  I  say  "  again." 
that  is  nonsense ;  I  never  have  enjoyed  life 
until  now,  though,  God  knows,  I  risked  my 
soul  to  do  so  :  every  hour  of  ray  present  life 
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is  more  precious  to  mc  tlian  a  year  of  my 

old  one.' 

'  And  why  ?  '  said  Lady  Alice. 

'  I  don't  know,'  said  George  ;  '  I  think  it 

is  because  everybody  seems  to   care  for  me 

more.  Artluir  is  so  kind,  and  Edith  is  so 
kind,  and  it  all  dates  from  Struan's  coming. 

I  think  that  you  said  my  uncle  Algernon 
was  here.  He  was  in  love  witli  you,  Lady 
Alice,  once,  and  I  am  in  love  witli  you  now. 
Ah,  I  know  a  o-reat  manv  thinjis  more  than 
I  speak  of.  Lady  Ahce.' 

Algernon  came  to  him  at  once,  but  he 
only  made  a  singular  request  in  answer  to 
the  enquiries  after  liis  health. 

'  You  see,  uncle  Algernon,  that  you  can 
do  anything.  Ask  them  to  let  me  come 
down  to  dinner  to-ni""ht.  Two  of  Artluu-'s 
grooms  could  get  me  down  perfectly  well, 
and  then,'  he  added  in  a  wliisper,  *  I  don't 
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like  to  be  alone  at  all  times,  I  have  been 
friglitened.  My  nerve  is  gone  ;  and  besides 
I  want  to  see  company.  There  is  no  danger 
down  tliere, — I  mean  in  my  going  downstairs. 
Do  manage  it  for  me.' 

Algernon,  most  good-natured  of  souls, 
told  him  that  it  should  be  done  ;  and  soon 
after  they  all  left  George  and  dispersed. 
He  lay  reading  by  himself  very  quietly, 
taking  alternately  Blaine's  rural  sports  and 
Thomas  a  Kempis.  What  Arthur  would 
have  made  of  his  conversation  after  a  course 
of  these  two  authors  I  liave  not  the  audacity 
to  enquire.  George  seemed  to  get  on  toler- 
ably well. 

When  Artluir  came,  heated  with  the 
exertions  of  hospitality,  very  late  into  the 
drawing  room,  he  had  only  time  to  take 
Lady  Alice's  arm,  put  liis  elbow  into  her 
ribs,    and    lead   lier   into    the  dininj:^  room. 
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Everything  had  been  got  ready,  though  the 
household  Avas  not  accustomed  to  dinner 
parties,  and  Arthur  felt  that  he  was  not  only 
a  maf^istrate  but  a  s^entleman.  If  he  could 
only  save  George,  he  thought,  how  happy 
they  might  all  be  again. 

And  lo !  there  was  George,  brought 
downstairs  and  sitting  in  an  easy  chair  next 
to  him.  He  at  once  left  Lady  Ahce  in 
silence,  antl  shifted  George'y  cushions.  Then 
he  returned  to  the  head  of  the  table,  and 
standing  up  said,  to  the  confusion  of  every- 
one except  the  person  addressed  : 
'  Lady  Alice,  will  you  say  grace  ?  ' 
No  Irisli  woman  ('  and  she  a  Browne,' 
argued  Lady  Alice),  was  likely  to  be  dis- 
concerted by  a  Saxon  booby  like  him.  Lady 
Alice  rose,  said  '  Bless  the  victuals,'  and  sat 
down  again.  She  would  have  performed 
high  mass  if  she  had  known  how,   and  if 
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Lady  Madeleine  liad  asked  lier,  under  pro- 
test of  course. 

It  was  not  an  unpleasant  party  by  any 
means.  The  reader  will  be  good  enough  to 
remember  that  not  one  of  the  people 
assembled  was  in  any  way  used  to  society. 
They  all  had  their  specialities,  and  talked 
about  them.  Everyone  contributed  as  best 
he  or  she  could  to  the  conversation ;  all 
wanted  to  be  agreeable  to  each  other,  and 
they  were  so. 

'  I  see,'  remarked  Lady  Madeleine,  a 
propos  de  rien,  'that  the  "Times"  spells 
Coliseum  with  an  o.' 

'  The  O'Briens  spell  their  name  in  tlie 
same  way,  only  tliey  put  the  o  first,'  said 
Lady  Alice.  '  And  it's  the  same  with  the 
Pope — his  name's  spelt  with  an  a  in  all 
foreign  countries.  They  call  him  Pape. 
Urban  the  Sixth  was  the  last  Protestant  pope 
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you  ever  had.  He  set  up  the  rock  of 
Cashel  and  the  round  towers  which  are 
bigger  than  the  Saxon  towers  of  Chichester, 
and  would  liave  drained  the  bog  of  Allen, 
but  that  he  was  stopped  by  the  cardinals.' 

Arthur  in  the  meantime  rambled  on  in 
his  usual  way,  considering  that  the  laws  of 
hospitality  forbade  him  to  leave  off.  Alger- 
non Howard  told  George  about  the  sporting 
and  riding  side  of  Indian  life,  and  George 
listened  with  attention  and  replied  with 
intelligence  and  vivacity.  To  be  talking  on 
equal  terms  Avith  a  refined  gentleman  was 
new  to  George. 

It  seemed  as  though  really  brighter 
times  were  coming  on  Pollington  at  last 

And  they  saw  no  handwriting  upon  the 
wall,  nor  indeed,  had  they  done  so,  was 
there  a  Daniel  to  read  it  for  them. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

GEORGE  GIVES  ARTHUR  ALL  HE  HAS. 

Cltisixg  the  summer  weather,  and  the  still 
long  summer-days  which  contracted  within 
so  few  the  hours  in  which  he  could  work 
out  his  wicked  plot,  and  increased  his  danger, 
Cross  slowly  but  surely  crept  towards  his 
unconscious  victim,  using  at  its  highest 
powers  one  of  the  keenest  brains  which  was 
ever  devoted  to  the  devil's  service. 

He  was  essentially  a  man  of  the  town, 
and  hated  the  country.  He  knew,  and 
liked  a  beautiful  landscape  on  canvas,  but 
he  had  no  eye  for  one  before  it  was  composed 
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and  put  into  an  artistic  form  by  tlio  painter. 
And  so  the  afternoon  Avliicli  was  spent  by 
him  at  a  beautiful  httle  forest-embowered 
inn,  seemed  the  longest  and  most  wearisome 
he  had  ever  know^n. 

He  left  the  inn  walking  towards  the  end 
of  the  afternoon  ;  he  was  in  a  part  of  the 
country  six  miles  from  Polhngton,  wliere  he 
had  never  been,  and  where  he  would  have 
been  utterly  unknown  even  had  he  been  in 
his  everyday  garb ;  but  he  was  now  disguised 
beyond  recognition.  Keeping  to  the  very 
quietest  lanes  and  paths,  so  as  to  meet  but 
few  of  the  home-going  labourers  (each  of 
whom  ga\-e  him  a  clieerful  '  i2;ood-niofht,' 
little  dreaming  of  his  direful  errand),  he  in  a 
very  few  miles  reached  the  outskirts  of 
i\j-thur's  park,  at  a  place  where  there  was 
no  gate ;  and  with  some  difficulty  clamber- 
ing  over  the    deer-fence,  stood  breast-hi^h 
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in  fern,  about  an  hour  after  the  sun  had 
set  behind  the  tall  distant  chimneys  of 
Pollington  House,  the  hospitable  smoke  from 
which  was  ascending  into  the  evening  air. 

'  The  fool  has  got  some  fancy  about 
Avaraiing  his  house,'  said  Cross.  '  I  wonder 
what  craze  this  is  ?  ' 

But  he  crept  on  under  the  dark  shadows, 
relentless ;  the  rabbits  gave  scarcely  a  look 
at  him,  and  then  dived  into  their  holes  with 
his  secret.     A  herd  of  deer  looked  at  him 
and  then  fled  in  wild  confusion,  as  though 
they    would   have    cried,    '  Murder ! '    and 
roused  the  country.     The  roosting  pheasant 
cock,  with  his  hoarse  cry,  seemed  trying  to 
warn    liis   owner    who   might     shoot     him 
ruthlessly  on  the  morrow.     Only  the  man 
sped    on,    cruel    and    ungrateful,     to    the 
treacherous  destruction  of  his  familiar  friend ; 
on  an  errand  which  the  most  savage  tiirer  in 
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the  Indian  jungle  would  never  have  under- 
taken. Man  almost  alone  among  animals 
habitually  destroys  his  own  species. 

He  was  served  by  the  moon.  She  had 
been  down  for  an  hour  before  he  entered 
the  house  in  safety.  He  knew  every  inch 
of  the  way,  and  felt- shod  he  crept  on  to  the 
door  of  Arthur's  room,  by  the  back  stairs. 
The  door  was  ajar — a  piece  of  good  luck 
he  had  not  anticipated,  though  he  had  his 
oiled  key  ready.  He  looked  in ;  George 
was  in  bed,  and  breathing  heavily.  Arthur, 
too,  he  thought,  was  silent  in  his  bed,  which 
he  could  dimly  see ;  it  was  now  half-past 
eleven,  and  he  was  obviously  in  his  first 
heavy  sleep,  from  which  nothing  short  of 
kicks  could  wake  the  lumbering  brute,  as  he 
said  to  himself.  Only  a  dimly  burning 
night-light  was  by  George's  bed.  All  was 
well,    and    he    stole   in,    liavin*?    made    his 
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preparations.  He  held  a  lianclkercliief 
saturated  with  chloroform  in  one  hand, 
ready  for  George  if  he  should  move,  while 
in  the  other  was  the  deadly  and  sudden 
quietus  for  Arthur. 

He  knew  every  detail  of  George's  acci- 
dent, but  he  did  not  know  that  he  never 
slept  until  Arthur  gave  him  his  sedative  in 
bed  ;  still  less  did  he  dream  that  Arthur  was 
not  in  bed  at  all,  but  was  in  the  dining-room 
in  slow  conversation  on  his  part  about 
carriage-horses,  with  Lord  Algernon  Howard. 

He  stealthily  looked  into  George's  face. 
George  was  as  wide-awake  as  a  fox,  and 
knew  him  in  an  instant ;  he  started  up  and 
struck  at  Cross  fiercely. 

'  You  murderous  Devil.  Arthur  !  Ar- 
thur !  help  !  Why  have  you  left  me  ?  '  he 
cried,  holding  Cross's  hands  as  though  in 
a  pair  of  vices. 
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'  Will  you  be  quiet !  If  you  are  quiet  I 
will  leave  you  alone,  you  penniless  scoun- 
drel,' said  Cross  savagely  under  his  breath. 
'  Be  still  and  you  will  be  rich  to-morrow.' 

'At  the  sacrifice  of  Arthur!  I  under- 
stand you,'  said  George,  '  No,  sink  your  soul, 
you  shan't  touch  him,  I'll  die  first ;  '  and, 
relaxing  his  hold,  he  tried  to  jump  out  of 
bed,  crying  again,  '  Arthur !  Arthur  !  ' 

The  practised  hand  of  Cross  was  on 
George's  fractured  rib,  and  the  deadly 
handkerchief  was  thrust  into  his  mouth. 
There  was  one  wild  scream  of  agony  which 
rang  throuo-h  the  house,  and  then  Arthur 
was  in  the  now  darkened  room,  crying, 
'  George,  dear  George,  my  beloved  brother, 
what  is  it  ?  ' 

Cross  was  out  of  the  room  almost  before 
Ai'thur  was  in  it ;  before  Arthur  could  get  a 
hght  he  was  far  away  in  the  Park,  perfectly 
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safe — a  murderer  certainly,  but  with  the 
madcleuiiifr  sense  on  him  of  having  com- 
mitted  a  perfectly  useless  and  possibly 
dangerous  crime. 

'  Fancy  that  soulless  hound  dying  for 
his  brother's  sake.  And  Edith,  the  only 
woman  I  ever  loved,  teachincc  him  to  do  it 
with  her  whining  prayers.     Is  there  a  God  .^ ' 

And  he  kept  repeating  this  question  to 
himself  as  he  fled  under  the  dark  watching 
trees,  and  the  gazing  stars. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE   END    OF   A   TURBULENT   LIFE. 

Arthur  ran  back  at  once  and  met  Algernon 
Howard  on  the  stairs  with  a  candle ;  he 
snatched  it  from  him  and  said,  '  Go  please, 
and  rouse  the  house  and  send  for  the 
Doctor,  I  cannot  make  my  brother  hear  me.' 

Then  he  went  back. 

When  they  came  in  Arthur  was  sitting 
on  the  bed  Avith  Georofe's  head  on  his  arm. 
'  He  is  quite  dead,'  said  Arthur,  quietly,  and 
indeed  one  glance  showed  them  all  that  he 
was.  It  was  obvious  that  he  had  ruptured 
a  blood-vessel   by  some  sudden   incautious 


1 84  THE    GRANGE    GARDEN. 

movement.  Lord  Algernon  at  once  gave  it 
as  his  opinion  that  he  had  shifted  on  his  side 
too  suddenly  and  had  pierced  the  lung  with 
the  broken  bone.  (The  coroner's  jurj',  after 
hearing  the  evidence  of  the  surgeon,  unani- 
mously agreed  that  such  was  the  case 
afterwards.) 

But  Arthur  spoke  no  word,  good  or  bad, 
to  any  of  them.  He  asked  them  to  go 
away,  and  they  left  him  with  his  dead 
brother.  ISTone  of  them  went  to  bed  again, 
and  they  heard  liim  tramping  up  and  down 
the  room  all  night.  The  earliest  servant 
reported  that  he  had  been  in  the  park  soon 
after  daybreak  talking  to  someone. 

Edith  came  to  him  very  early ;  she  found 
him  dressed.  He  had  covered  the  whole 
bed  with  a  great  shawl  of  vast  value,  which 
he  l:ad  hoarded  away  somewhere,  and  he 
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spoke  to  her  very  quietly,  but  with  a  very 
strange  expression. 

'  You  will  see  that  everything  needful  is 
done,  Edith.  Did  he  die  in  the  Eoman 
Catholic  faith  ? ' 

'  There  was  not  time ' 

'  Because  if  he  did  he  should  be  buried 
by  that  communion,'  said  Arthur. 

And  so  he  went  down  to  the  stable-yard, 
silent.  The  servants  dared  not  speak  to 
him  nor  haixUy  look  at  him  :  he  asked  for 
Jacob,  and  the  young  man  came  "\^dth 
flushed  face  and  tearful  eyes. 

'  Jacob,'  he  said,  '  take  his  saddle  and 
bridle,  and  everything  which  belonged  to 
him,  up  to  my  bedroom.  You  will  find  him 
and  me  there  alone.' 

'  May  I  see  him,  master  ? '  sobbed  the 
young  fellow.      '  I  should   like  to  see  him 
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again.  He  was  very  kind  to  me  after  Mr. 
Struan  came  to  live  here.' 

'  You  shall  see  him,  Jacob,'  replied 
Arthur,  and  went  away  tearless  with  his 
head  bowed. 

All  that  experience,  love,  and  care  could 
do  had  been  done ;  and  when  Arthur  later 
turned  down  the  sheet  which  covered  the 
face,  while  not  only  Jacob,  but  all  the  other 
tearful  servants  stood  by,  he  saw  his  poor 
wild  brother  before  him,  looking  ten  years 
younger,  with  a  rose  upon  his  bosom.  He 
seemed  so  peaceful  and  holy  in  death,  with 
every  devil  cast  out  of  him,  that  Arthur 
remarked  something  to  the  servants,  without 
any  cogitation  at  all,  a  thing  most  unusual 
to  him. 

'  You  may  depend  upon  it,'  he  said, 
gazing  slowly  round,  '  that  that  is  the  way 
he  looks  at  this  moment  in  Heaven.' 
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Wlio  could  contradict  him,  and  who 
would  if  they  could  ?  It  is  only  certain  to 
us  that  the  body  of  George  lay  there  silent 
upon  the  bed,  and  that  it  could  never 
gamble  or  cheat  or  lie  any  more.  Where 
was  the  poor  wild  fellow  himself?  That  is 
past  all  telling.  Poor  Arthur  had  gathered 
that  he  was  in  Heaven ;  let  us  leave  him 
alone  with  his  belief. 

Xo  one  save  those  absolutely  necessary 
went  into  that  room  until  the  funeral ;  only 
they  knew  that  Arthur  slept  in  the  next 
one,  and  they  heard  him  often  go  into  the 
chamber  of  death  in  the  night.  Before  the 
coffin  was  closed  the  others  took  leave  of 
him ;  and  then  the  world  saw  him  no 
more. 

Somehow  or  another  there  had  been  a 
revulsion  of  feeling  going  on  for  a  time  in 
favour   of  the  two  brothers  of  Polliugton. 
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Little  by  little  it  had  leaked  out  that  they 
had  amended  their  hves,  and  were  behaving 
very  well.  Struan  had  possibly  something 
to  do  with  this  opinion.  It  is  certain  that 
although  no  one  was  asked  to  George's 
funeral,  there  was  such  a  gathering  of  car- 
riages in  front  of  the  house  as  had  not  been 
there  for  thirty  years,  and  people  had  left 
their  cards  during  the  preceding  week  who 
had  never  been  near  the  house  during  the 
later  years  of  old  Branscombe.  Perhaps  the 
presence  of  Lord  Algernon  and  Lady  Made- 
leine Howard,  with  Lady  Alice  Browne,  did 
good  ;  but  it  is  certain  that  poor  George  was 
more  higlily  honoured  in  his  death  than  ever 
he  was  in  liis  life. 

George  was  laid  beside  his  turbulent  old 
father  in  the  flimily  vault.  Arthu]-  went  in 
with  his  hands  full  of  roses,  which  Editli 
had  given  liim  at  his  desire ;  he  laid  them 
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impartially  on  tlie  coffins  of  his  father  and  his 
brother  ;  and  so  they  were  left  alone  together 
in  that  place  where  there  is  no  quarrelling 
and  no  anger,  with  the  heart-breaking 
regret  of  one  dull  soul  which  had  done  its 
best  to  love  them. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE    SECRET    DISCLOSED. 

Cross,  in  liis  guilty  terror,  but  with  infinite 
relief,  read  the  report  of  the  inquest  on  poor 
George.  That  extraordinary  creature  Arthur 
was  sworn,  and  witli  some  reluctance,  which 
was  regarded  as  fraternal  grief,  gave  his 
evidence  as  to  finding  his  brother  dead. 
He  had  been  taken  up  and  put  to  bed  at  the 
usual  time,  but  Arthur  had  delayed  going 
up  to  him  early  as  usual,  in  consequence  of 
a  long  conversation  between  him  and  Lord 
Algernon  Howard.  Then  the  medical  evi- 
dence  showed   the    cause    of    death :    Mr. 
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George  evidently  fancying  himself  stronger, 
Lad  tried  to  move  without  the  assistance  of 
his  brother,  on  which  he  was  dependent 
night  and  day  ;  he  had  flxllen  back,  and  the 
fractured  rib  had  entered  the  lung  and 
killed  him.  The  jury  at  once  returned  a 
verdict  of  '  accidental  death,'  and  condoled 
with  Ml'.  Arthur  Branscombe  on  the  loss  of 
a  brother  whom  he  had  nursed  so  tenderly. 

Cross  wrote  to  Arthur  condoling  with 
him,  and  saying  how  sorry  he  was  that  he 
had  not  been  by.  To  which  letter  Arthur 
promptly  answered,  rewriting  a  letter  which 
was  lying  on  his  desk. 

'The  Grange,  Weston. 
'  My  dear  Cross, — I  am  terribly  cut  up 
about  poor  George.  I  can't  stand  Pollington 
at  present,  and  so  the  two  good  ladies  have 
taken  me  in  here.  I  ^vish  you  would  come 
and  see  me.     I  want  to  talk  to  you  about  a 
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certain  affair,  not  Lionel's  or  Georges.     You 

know  what  I  mean.     Try  to  come  Thursday 

if  you  can. 

'  Arthur  Branscombe.' 

Cross  telegraphed  that  he  would  come, 
and  he  went.  '  I  think,'  he  said,  '  that  I  can 
i^et  in  with  him  ao-ain.  What  I  said  to 
Struan  about  his  afiliir  may  be  very  well  got 
out  of.    I  said  that  I  would  settle  it  with  him. 

'  \Vliat  can  I  do  if  I  do  regain  my  in- 
fluence over  him  ?  I  am  completely  at  a 
loss  to  know.  I  have  but  one  card  to  play 
— my  knowledge  of  these  old  forgeries  of 
his.  He  thinks  that  I  hold  the  documents 
as  proof,  not  dreaming  that  the  old  man,  his 
father,  Ijought  them  up  from  me,  and  paid 
me  for  them.  Still,  he  carit  know  that.  I 
must  have  quiet  and  private  speech  with 
him,  and  see  what  I  can  do.  As  for  any- 
thing further,  my  nerve  is  not  equal  to  it. 
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I  should  make  a  fiasco  just  now.  It  is 
lucky  he  is  iu  this  humour  ;  however,  it  will 
give  me  time  to  turn  round.'  And  so  he 
arrived  at  Weston. 

He  was  shown  into  the  drawing-room  at 
the  Grange,  where  lie  found  Lady  Alice, 
Lady  Madeleine,  Edith,  and  a  little  gentle- 
man in  black,  whom  he  did  not  know.  The 
three  ladies  bowed  courteously  to  him,  and 
sat  down,  Lady  Alice  by  no  means  aggres- 
sively this  time,  yet  he  liked  the  style  of 
that  Irish  woman's  sitting  down  still  less. 
than  on  a  former  occasion. 

Lady  Alice  and  Lady  Madeleine  liad 
Edith  between  them.  '  They  are  goino-  to 
play  some  card  with  her,'  he  said,  pnzzled  ; 
'I  wonder  what  it  is.'  He,  as  requested,  sat 
down  on  a  chair,  facing  the  window  which 
looked  out  into  the  brii:fht  ijarden. 

'  Dr.    Cross,'    said   the  little  man,  '  you 

TOL.    III.  0 
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have  been  asked  to  come  here  to  talk  over 
a  few  matters  of  business.' 

'  I  shall  be  really  only  too  charmed,' 
sakl  Cross  ;  '  but  I  must  confess  that  I  have 
not  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance.' 

'  You  shall  have  it,  sir,  at  once.  I  am 
Father  Wilson,  a  member  of  the  Society  of 
Jesus.' 

'  I  cannot  say  I  ever  heard  of  you,  sir,' 
replied  Cross,  '  but  of  course  I  am  delighted. 
May  I  point  out  the  fact  that  I  came  here 
by  appointment  to  meet  Mr.  Arthur  Brans- 
combe.' 

'  He  is  close  by,  sir,  but  we  wished  to  say 
a  few  words  to  you  on  a  certain  subject, 
before  you  see  him.  I  only  wish  to  say,  Dr. 
Cross,  that  we  desire  a  compromise.' 

'  Is  the  presence  of  these  ladies  neces- 
sary ? '  asked  Cross,  coolly. 

'  Yes.' 
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'  Very  well  then,  go  on.  I  am  afraid 
that  I  may  have  to  say  much  which  will 
distress  Mrs.  Lionel  Branscombe ;  but  pray 
proceed.' 

He  was  more  and  more  abroad ;  his  head 
throbbed. 

'  Now,  Doctor  Cross,  I  have  taken  your 
case  in  hand,  and  I  have  other  work  to  do, 
so  I  must  make  an  end  of  it.  Will  you 
compound  with  us  for  leaving  Lionel  Brans- 
combe alone  ? ' 

'  There  are  too  many  people  here  to 
render  it  desirable  to  talk  about  such  a 
delicate  business,'  replied  Cross,  coolly, 
*  And  you  will  allow  me  to  observe  to  you 
how  very  nuich  at  random  you  are  talking. 
Leave  Lionel  Branscombe  alone — from  what? 
1  desire  to  see  Mr.  Arthur  Branscombe,  who 
made  an  appointment  with  mc  at  this  place 
and  time.' 

0  2 
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'  He  is  not  ready  to  see  you,'  said  Father 
Wilson.  '  He  will  be  directly.  We  will 
settle  the  affair  of  Lionel  first.' 

'  You  can  settle  anything  you  choose, 
my  good  sir,'  said  Cross,  with  an  air  of  in- 
difference, though  he  was  groping,  half- 
maddened,  in  the  dark  ;  '  only  pray  don't 
be  too  long  about  it,  for  my  professional 
time  is  valuable.'  He  saw  that  Wilson  held 
threads  in  his  hand  of  which  he,  Cross,  was 
totally  ignorant. 

'  You  know  Mr.  Struan,  Dr.  Cross  ?  ' 
•  Yes,'  said  Cross,  '  where  is  he  ? ' 
'  He  telegraphs  from  London,'  said  Father 
Wilson.     '  If  you  doubt  me  as  a  Jesuit  read 
that  message.' 

Cross  looked  at  it,  and  with  a  sigh  of 
relief  saw  that  it  was  genuine.  Struan,  he 
thou<Tht,  could  not  be  there  before  the  next 
day. 
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'  Mr.  Struan,'  said  Cross,  '  made  certain 
proposals  to  me  which  are  still  in  abeyance ; 
he  proposed  a  meeting  between  me  and  Mr. 
Lionel  Branscombe.  I  should  like  to  see 
that  gentleman,  it  would  simplify  matters. 
Where  is  Lionel  Branscombe  ?  ' 

'  Well,  it  may  simplify  matters  if  you  do 
see  him.  He  is  here,  and  will  speak  to  you 
himself.' 

Cross  felt  himself  being  beaten  in  detail, 
yet  he  had  the  courage  of  Yolpone.  He  said 
nothing.  Father  Wilson  went  to  the  door 
and  called  into  the  sunlit  garden,  '  Lionel !  ' 

'  Let  me  go.  Why  have  you  done  this 
to  me?  '  said  Edith,  feebly  struggling  ;  '  it  is 
too  bad.     It  is  cruel.     Oh,  let  me  go.' 

But  Lady  Alice's  strong  arm  was  roimd 
her,  and  Lady  Madeleine's  thin  lingers  were 
gently  twined  in  hers.  Between  strength 
and   gentleness   she   was   subdued,  and  re- 
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mained  pale  and  terrified — expectant,  yet  full 
of  strange  dread. 

Up  the  broad  walk  came  two  figures — one 
Clara,  bright  and  handsome,  the  other  the 
old  dark  fio-ure  of  the  monk  in  black  which 
had  haunted  the  Gransje  Garden  so  loner — 
the  figure  of  the  poor  deformed  and  ruined 
Lionel. 

He  came  into  the  middle  of  the  room. 
Clara  left  him  and  sat  beside  Lady  Madeleine, 
reaching  her  hand  over  so  that  it  could  touch 
that  of  Edith.  So  fortified,  Edith  rested  her 
hands  on  the  brave  Irish  breast  of  Lady 
Alice  and  prepared  for  wdiat  was  to  come. 
'  I  was  never  faithless  to  you,  Lionel,'  she 
thought.  '  I  did  like  Struan,  but  that  is  all 
over.  I  wish  I  could  have  been  spared 
this.' 

'  Someone  here  wishes  to  speak  to  me,' 
said  Lionel  from  under  his  hood. 


THE  GRANGE   GARDEN.  199 

Cross  spoke.  'Are  you  Mr.  Lionel 
Branscombe,  or  are  you  masquerading?  I 
tliink  there  is  a  secret  plot  against  me.' 

'I  am  easily  identified,'  said  Lionel. 
'  Do  you  desire  to  see  my  face  after  what  you 
know  has  happened  to  me  ?  ' 

'  Yes,'  said  Cross  defiantly. 

Edith  shuddered,  but  Lady  Alice  whis- 
pered '  Courage,  my  darling,'  and  she  was  still 
outwardly,  but  her  heart  beat  violently. 

'  You  shall  see  me  then,'  said  Lionel, 
suddenly  dropping  his  monk's  dress,  which 
fell  on  the  floor  about  him. 

Cross  bounded  to  his  feet  with  some 
horrible,  half-inarticidate  oath.  Edith  burst 
from  lier  captors  and  stood  up  with  both 
hands  held  out  towards  him.  For  there 
stood,  not  Lionel,  but — Struan. 

And  yet  Lionel,  for  he  cried  in  the 
voice  she  remembered  now. 
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'  Edith,  my  beloved,  will  you  come  to 
me  now  ?  I  have  tried  to  win  your  heart 
twice,  and  failed  the  second  time,  as  you 
know  '  (here  he  smiled).  '  My  own  hardly- 
tried  wife,  rest  your  head  upon  my  bosom, 
and  nothing  shall  part  us  but  death.' 

She  ran  to  him,  and  put  her  face  on  his 
breast. 

'Why  did  you  try  me  so  cruelly,  dar- 
ling?' she  gasped;  'I  did  not  know  you; 
think  of  that ! ' 

'  I  ought  not  to  have  tried  you  so,  Edith 
dear,  I  was  wrong.  But  you  came  out  of 
the  trial  so  well,  my  love,  that  I  cannot 
regret  it ;  can  you  forgive  me  ?  ' 

'  It  is  I  who  have  to  ask  forgiveness,'  she 
responded,  nesthng  still  more  closely  to  his 
heart ;  and  there  was  silence  in  the  room  for 
the  space  of  half  a  minute,  during  wliich 
Lady  Alice  regarded  Cross  keenly. 
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Cross  saw  Edith,  whom  he  liad  once  tried 
to  gain,  in  the  arms  of  Lionel,  the  man  he  had 
tried  to  rnin.  He  saw  at  once  that  Lionel  was 
Struan,  and  Struan,  Lionel.  He  knew  how 
hopelessly  he  had  committed  himself  to 
Lionel,  and  how  almost  certainly  Lionel  had 
let  Arthur  know  that  he  had  compounded 
twice  over  about  the  charge  against  him. 
He  was  hemmed  in  on  every  side.  There 
had  been,  he  could  see  (no  need  for  a  Jesuit 
like  Wilson  to  tell  him),  a  plot  against  him 
for  some  time.  Lady  Alice  saw  that  he  was 
taken  by  surprise  ;  he  certainly  took  her. 

He  folded  his  arms  and  laughed  sneer- 
ingly.  '  As  soon  as  you  have  finished  your 
long  deferred  endearments  with  your  wife, 
Mr.  Lionel  Branscombe,  I  should  like  to  ask 
you  where  Mr.  Arthur  Branscombe  is,  and 
where  I  can  get  a  constable  ?  You  fools,  do 
you  think  that  you  can  play  with  me?     I 
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was  taken  by  surprise  when  I  found  that  the 
man  Struan,  with  whom  I  had  compounded 
a  felony  was  the  man  who  committed  it,  Lionel 
Branscombe.  I  am  afraid  I  swore  before 
ladies,  a  hetise  I  seldom  commit.  I  was 
brought  here  under  the  pretence  of  seeing 
my  friend,  Mr.  Arthur  Branscombe.  I  should 
like  to  see  him.' 

'  Mr.  Arthur  Branscombe  is  in  the  next 
room',  said  Father  Wilson.  '  He  desires  to 
explain  his  own  affairs  to  you  alone.  That 
is  your  way,'  said  the  priest  politely  waving 
his  hand  to  the  half-opened  door. 
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CHAPTEE   XVIII. 

ARTHUR   AND    CROSS    SETTLE    MATTERS   ALONE. 

He  passed  into  the  room,  and  there  stood 
Arthur  and  Gabriel  the  footman. 

Cross  paused.  The  combination  struck 
him  as  very  singular ;  but  he  knew  he  must 
not  hesitate. 

'  Arthur,'  he  said,  '  are  you  in  this  com- 
bination against  me  ? ' 

'  No,'  said  Arthur  quietl}^ ;  '  were  I,  I 
could  utterly  ruin  j^ou.  I  yiekled  to  them 
in  having  you  here  at  all.  You  must  make 
such  terms  as  you  can  with  them.  You  and 
I  have  to  speak  together.  Gabriel,  you 
can  go.' 
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Cross  sat  and  listened,  with  a  growing 
gleam  of  hope.  He,  at  all  events,  had  this 
booby  to  himself ;  it  were  strange  if  he  could 
not  rio;ht  himself  now. 

'  Cross,'  continued  Arthur,  with  none 
of  his  old  hesitation,  '  you  knew  certain 
•facts  about  me,  wliich,  whether  generously 
or  with  a  view  of  ultimate  gain,  you  have 
hitherto  withheld  :  name  them.' 

'  If  you  insist  upon  it  I  must,'  said  Cross. 
'  On  three  occasions  you  forged  your  father's 
name  for  large  amounts.' 

'  And  what  became  of  the  proofs  ? ' 
asked  iVrthur. 

'  They  are  in  my  possession,'  said  Cross, 
'  but  they  are  known  of  to  others,  whom  I 
have  kept  quiet.' 

Arthur  smiled  sadly.  '  Cross,  who  was 
the  last  person  witli  my  father  on  his  death- 
bed ? ' 
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'  Why  you,  to  be  sure,'  said  Cross,  add- 
ing to  himself,  '  if  the  old  man  said  any- 
thino;  Arthur  would  have  told  me  long;  acjo.' 

'  Not  I,'  said  Arthur,  '  I  was  not  there. 
He  died  in  the  arms  of  his  sister-in-law, 
Lady  Madeleine  Howard.  He  sent  for  her 
and  told  her  liow  I  liad  committed  some- 
thing whicli  tlio  law  could  reach,  and  that 
he  had  bought  up  the  proofs,  for  that  I  had 
been  behaving  like  a  dutiful  son  to  him  ; 
and  then  he  made  her  burn  them.  But  the 
main  reason  he  wanted  to  see  her  was  lest 
I  should  come  into  some  dreadful  trouble, 
and  there  should  be  no  home  for  Clara  ; 
and  he  begged  Lady  Madeleine  in  such  an 
emergency  to  give  her  a  home.  There  were 
few^  men  like  my  governor,  Cross.' 

'  And  how  long  have  you  known  this 
cock-and-bull  story  ?  '  sneered  Cross. 

'  Not  imtil  very  lately,  when  she  found 
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out  til  at  I  had  done  sometliing  which  sfave 
yoii  a  hold  over  me.  You  need  not  have 
kept  this  sword  over  my  head  so  many 
years,  Cross ;  it  was  by  this  and  your  sup- 
posed generosity  in  the  matter  that  you  first 
gained  you  influence  over  me,  and  made  me 
love  you.  My  eyes  are  opened  now  for  ever, 
your  power  over  me  is  gone,  and  my  love 
is  chan2;ed  to  dislike.  Yet  for  the  sake  of 
what  I  believed  you  to  be  for  so  many  years, 
I  will  connive  at  your  escape,  even  now.' 

'  My  escape  ! '  said  Cross,  indignantly. 

'  Ah,  Cross,  your  time  is  very  short ;  try 
to  be  a  better  man.  Do  you  know  that  my 
poor  brother  laid  a  plot  for  you,  and  that  he 
and  I  saw  you  take  one  of  the  bottles  from 
my  dressing-case,  and  that  I  found  it  re- 
placed with  poison  ? ' 

'  Arthur,  I  swear — '  said  Cross,  with  a 
clammy  sweat  breaking  out  upon  his  face. 
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'  What  need  ?  '  replied  Arthur.  '  I  for- 
gave you  that  because  I  balanced  the  good 
you  had  done  me  and  the  temptation  I  had 
put  in  your  way  with  the  evil  you  intended 
me.  But  I  must  go  on,  Cross.  You 
murdered  my  poor  brother  George !  Do 
you  know  the  colour  of  his  blood,  Cross  ? 
do  you  know  the  handkerchief  stained  with 
it  which  I  foiuid  in  his  mouth,  marked  with 
your  name  .^  Do  you  know  that  Gabriel  was 
on  your  trail  for  the  last  three  days  before 
his  death,  and  marked  you  down  in  the 
house,  and  when  he  heard  what  had  hap- 
pened followed  you  no  further  for  fear  of 
sharing  my  poor  brother's  fate  ?  Have  you 
one  single  word  to  say  now  .^  ' 

'  Have  mercy,'  he  said,  in  a  dry  whisper. 

'  You  had  none  on  liim  or  on  me,'  said 
Arthur ;  '  yet  the  memory  of  my  father  shall 
save  you.     He,  good   man,  had  mercy  on 
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me,  and  saved  me  Avlieii  I  least  deserved  it ; 
and  I  will  do  the  same  by  you  for  his  sake. 
You  must  take  my  terms,  and  they  are  only 
a  week's  silence.' 

Cross  was  now  entirely  beaten.  To  have 
been  this  half-brained  idiot's  dupe,  for  half  a 
year,  after  Arthur  had  been  his  dupe  so  long  ; 
to  find  that  he  had  lost  everything  hopelessly 
by  a  tolerably  clumsy  plot  of  Jesuits,  old 
women,  men  he  had  thought  lunatics,  and 
grooms,  of  which  plot  he  had  not  the  least 
suspicion,  was  too  much  for  him. 

He  said,  '  How  many  know  what  you 
say  you  do  ?  '  But  he  spoke  with  great 
difficulty. 

'  Enough  for  my  purpose,'  said  Arthur. 
'  Now  I  must  have  these  policies  of  insurance 
sent  to  me,  made  over  to  my  lawyer  to- 
morrow :  you  must  be  particular  not  to 
fail  in  this,  and  you  must  be  on  your  way  to 
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America  in  four  days.  You  liave  money,  I 
know ;  remember,  the  policies  of  all  things  ; 
I  must  and  will  have  tliem.  Now  co  ;  I 
hope  you  will  try  to  be  a  better  fellow.' 

'  Will  you  shake  hands  ?  '  said  Cross,  look- 
ing deadly  faint,  and  evidently  only  keeping 
himself  together  by  a  potent  effoit. 

'  No,  I  will  not,^  said  Arthur  indignantly  ; 
and  possibly  the  reader  will  hereafter  think 
that  he  was  lucky  in  his  resolution. 

Cross  went,  without  one  sentiment  of 
gratitude,  remorse,  or  sorrow.  He  had  only 
one  regret,  and  that  was  that  Arthur  had 
eluded  his  murderous  hand. 


VOL  in. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

ARTHUR   ABDICATES, 

Arthur  called  back  to  Gabriel.  '  My  boy,' 
he  said,  '  you  have  held  the  secret  about  this 
man  for  a  long  time  You  must  keep  it 
longer ;  to  the  day  of  your  death.' 

'  Master,'  said  Gabriel,  '  I  will  never  say 
anything  about  it.  I  began  spying  him 
after  he  insured  my  life,  and  then  ]\ir. 
George  warned  me,  for  he  and  I  were 
always  thick,  and  so  I  watched.  And  when 
I  heard  about  Mr.  Lionel's  being  locked  up, 
I  betrayed  Mr.  George  and  wrote  to  Lady 
Madeleine.  But  I  liave  always  been  on  the 
w^atch ;  and  so  was  Mr.  George.' 
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'  Keep  your  council,  my  boy,'  said 
Arthur,  and  went  into  the  next  room. 

'  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,'  he  said,  '  I 
preferred  having  a  private  interview  with 
Doctor  Cross  by  myself,  in  which  determina- 
tion I  upset  some  of  j'our  arrangements. 
Well,  he  is  on  his  high  road  to  America, 
and  you  need  trouble  yourselves  no  more 
about  him.  I  am  one  of  those  people  wha 
never  do  things  by  halves,  and  I  have- 
smashed  up  Cross.' 

At  this  point  he  grew  dumb,  and  looked 
at  Lady  Madeleine,  who  laughed  at  him. 
Then  he  turned  to  Lady  Alice,  who  lauglied 
at  him  also ;  then  he  turned  to  Clara,  and 
was  rather  dumbfoundered  by  finding  that 
Wotherston  had  dropped  in  and  was  beside 
her ;  then,  as  a  last  resource,  he  stared  at 
father  Wilson  in  a  stony  manner.  But  this 
was  no  good  either,  for  an  entirely  new  man, 
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wliora  he  had  never  seen  before,  was  stand- 
ing by  Father  Wilson  smihng  at  1dm. 

The  canse  of  his  consternation  was  this  : 
in  the  middle  of  the  room  was  his  friend 
Strnan,  the  man  who  had  done  so  much  to 
regenerate  his  life  and  poor  George's,  and  he 
had  his  arm  round  Edith's  waist. 

He  sat  down  promptly  in  Lady  Alice 
Browne's  lap.  She  calling  his  attention  to 
the  fact,  he  sat  down  on  the  next  person, 
who  happened  to  be  Lord  Algernon  Howard, 
who  cautiously  removed  him  to  a  vacant 
place  next  him. 

'  Arthur,'  said  Lionel,  '  Don't  you  know 
your  brother  ?     I  am  Lionel.' 

'  Ah  ! '  said  Arthur,  '  so  I  hear  you  say. 
Have  it  all  your  own  way,  I  beg  of  you.  I 
never  contradict  anyone  except  in  my  own 
house.  I  suppose  the  form  of  a  reference  to 
a   respectable   householder,   or   a   warranty 
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from  a  qualified  vet.,  would  be  too  much  to 
ask  for.  As  for  pedigrees,'  added  Arthur  in 
contempt,  '  I  don't  give  that  for  them  ;  I  have 
made  too  many  up — I  mean  I  have  seen  too 
many  made  up,  myself 

'  But  I  really  and  truly  am  your  brother,' 
said  Lionel,  laughing. 

'  When  did  I  dispute  it  ? '  answered 
Arthur.  '  I  was  puzzled  at  your  knowing 
your  way  to  the  red  room,  too,  and  Cross 
swore  at  me  for  waking  him.  Well,  I  have 
had  to  settle  him  single-handed,  and  my 
head  is  rather  in  a  whirl.  I  thought  you 
were  Eobert  Struan  lately.  Edith  said  you 
were.' 

'  And  thought  so,'  said  Lionel.  '  Arthur, 
can  you  forgive  me  my  deceit  ?  I  acted  as  I 
thoudit  for  the  best  all  throuc^h.  We  had 
a  very  difficult  game  to  play,  and  my  friends 
agreed  for  more  than  one  purpose  that  I  was 
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to  assume  another  name,  and  never  be 
spoken  of,  even  among  themselves,  save  by 
that  name.  The  plot  may  have  been  a 
httle  far-fetched,  but  it  has  been  successful.' 

'  At  the  price  of  George's  death,'  thought 
Arthur  afterwards.  But  he  was  silent,  and 
remained  so,  partly  because  just  now  he  did 
not  see  that  point. .    Presently  he  said, 

'  I  have  nothing;  to  forgive,  brother.  You 
made  a  new  man  of  George,  and  I  am  no 
worse  than  I  was.  God  has  been  very  good 
to  me.  Here  is  my  little  Clara  come  back  ; 
here  is  Edith,  who  has  made  the  house  like 
a  heaven ;  here  are  Lady  Madeleine  and 
Lady  Ahce.  I  iiave  only  lost  George,  and, 
next  to  tlie  governor,  there  was  no  one 
like  him.  I  liave  to  thank  you  for  all  of 
this.' 

'  You  have  to  thank  yourself  for  no  little 
of  it,  Arthur,'  said  lionel.     '  But  we  will  say 
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no  more  to-day.  You  will  let  Edith  and  me 
go  home  to  Pollington  with  yoii,  and  occupy 
my  old  rooms  ?  ' 

'  You  are  the  heir,  Lionel,'  said  Arthur, 
'  and  the  house  is  yours  ;  Wotherston,  Echth 
is  mistress  of  the  house  now.  I  hope,  my 
dear  Edith,  that  you  will  get  my  little  Clara 
to  stay  with  us  as  much  as  possible,  and  any 
friends  I  am  sure.  You,  sir,  I  hope,  as  a 
friend  of  my  brother-in-law,  will  come  and 
see  me.'  This  he  said  to  the  man  who  had 
come  in  with  Wotherston,  and  whom  he  did 
not  know. 

'  I  shall  be  happy  to  come  to  Polhngton, 
Arthur,'  said  this  man.  'I  remember  it 
very  well.' 

Arthur  looked  from  him  to  Lionel,  and 
from  Lionel  back  to  him.  lie  Avas  at  sea  : 
they  were  very  like  after  all. 

'  I  am  the  real  Eobert  Struaii,  Arthur,' 
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said  he.  '  You  will  let  me  come  now,  will 
you  not  ? ' 

Arthur  said,  '  I  was  very  cruel  to  you, 
but  I  will  make  amends  if  I  can.' 

'  When  I  came  home  from  New  Zealand,' 
said  the  real  Struan,  '  T  went  to  Lionel,  just 
then  out  of  seclusion.  He  remembered  his 
old  love  for  me,  and  we  went  together 
into  this  plot.  Why  we  lived  together, 
and  Lionel  personated  me !  I  had  dis- 
tinguished myself  in  the  New  Zealand 
war,  and  Lionel  introduced  himself  to  a 
great  personage  in  the  park  as  me,  and  he 
did  not  know  the  diflference.  Well,  all  our 
fun  of  that  kind  will  do  for  fireside  stories 
hereafter.' 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 

COXCLUSIOX. 

Lord  Algernon  and  Lady  Alice  Browne 
were  walking  up  and  down  together  under 
the  cedars  by  the  trout  pond  ;  and  they  were 
silent.  Lady  Alice  guessed  what  he  was  going 
to  say,  and  he  seemed  unwilling  to  say  it.  She 
determined  therefore  to  say  it  for  herself. 

'  Algy,'  she  said,  putting  her  hand  on 
his  arm,  '  I  know  what  you  are  thinking  of.' 

'  Yes  ? '  said  he,  not  unwilling  that  she 
should  bcmn. 

'  You  are  going  to  ask  me  to  marry  you, 
my    denr,'    she    went    on,    '  and    I   won't. 
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Nothing    that    you    can   possibly   say   will 
induce  me  to  do  so.' 

'  Madeleine  desires  it,'  said  Lord  Aliier- 
non. 

'  In  the  first  place,'  said  Lady  Alice,  '  it 
is  no  business  of  hers,  and,  in  the  second 
place,  she  is  a  donkey.  She  could  not  do 
Avithout  me,  nor  I  without  her  after  so  many 
years.' 

'  But  you  would  not  be  separated.  We 
should  live  together,"  urged  he. 

'  We  should  be  as  much  separated  as  if 
the  sea  was  between  us  for  all  that,'  said 
Lady  Alice.  '  We  never  could  be  the  same 
to  one  another  again.  A  husband  puts  out 
everything  in  a  house  where  there  are  only 
two  old  women.  My  decision  is  final  and 
unalterable,  my  dear  Algy.' 

'  It  is  a  heavy  blow  to  me,'  said  poor 
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Lord  Algernon.  '  I  was  in  hopes  to  have 
ended  my  Hfe  so  peacefully  with  you  two.' 

'  Are  you  not  going  to  do  so  ? '  said  Lady 
Alice,  surprised. 

'  How  can  I  after  your  refusal.' 

'  But  you  can  come  and  live  with  your 
sister  and  see  after  her  property ;  and  you 
could  take  the  home  farm  off  her  hands  and 
work  it  yourself ;  and  this  would  be  a  deal 
to  do  for  -you  there  ;  and  there  is  a  tidy  bit 
of  shooting,  ours  and  all  Wotherston's,  and 
you  would  be  put  on  the  commission  and 
have  your  justice  work.  Why,  we  would  be 
as  happy  as  the  day  is  long  together  all 
three  of  us  without  being  married.  There's 
room  for  you  and  your  horses  and  carriages. 
What  is  your  answer  ?  ' 

•  I  had  set  my  heart  on  the  other  ar- 
rangement,' said  Lord  Algernon. 

'  Set  it  on  this  one  then,'  said  stout  Lady 
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Alice ;  '  I'll  make  you  a  sister  better  than 
any  a  wife  of  them.  I  don't  think  much  of 
wives,  they  are  always  neglecting  their 
husbands  for  their  children,  or  their  pug 
dogs,  or  something.  The  half  of  wives 
would  think  more  of  a  bay  mare  and  a 
black  retriever  than  the  man  who  paid  for 
them.  Come,  brother,  let  us  forget  it  all 
and  be  brother  and  sister,  for  better  or 
worse,  for  richer  or  poorer,  till  death  does 
us  part.' 

'  Amen,'  said  Lord  Algernon  rather 
sorrowfully.  '  Yet  we  were  a  good  match 
once,  Alice,  and  after  waiting  so  many 
years ' 

'  You  have  got  me  at  last  for  your  dear 
and  loving  friend  who  is  going  to  spend  the 
rest  of  her  life  with  you  and  make  you 
happy  as  you  made  her  once.  As  for  our 
ever  having  been  a  match,  I  don't  think  you 
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remember ;   I  was  so  terribly  ugly.     Now 
there  is  an  end  of  all  that,  thank  goodness. 
I  will  20  and  break  the  news  to  Madeleine.' 
Lady    Madeleine     was    a    little    disap- 
pointed;   she    had   set   her    heart    on   the 
marriage   as   being   the    most    wonderfully 
perfect  arrangement  which  could  be  thought 
of.      But   she    acquiesced :  in  a  very  short 
time   Lord   Algernon   was   installed  in  the 
Grange  Garden  as  chief  of  the   household, 
and  a  more   happy   establishment    did   not 
exist   in   England.      Lady   Alice   remarked 
more  than  once  that  she  wondered  how  ever 
they  had  got  on  so  long  without  a  man  in 
the  house. 

Lionel  and  Edith  not  only  went  to 
Polhngton,  bnt  were  not  allowed  to  leave 
the  place  any  more.  Only  a  very  few 
friends  (including  a  certain  personage 
whom  we  once  met  in  the  park)  had  been 
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let  in  the  secret  of  Lionel's  identity  on  his 
return  to  the  world  ;  and  the  majority  of 
people  had  foi'gotten  very  much  all  about 
him.  He  set  to  work  to  establish  a  new 
reputation,  which  he  very  quickly  succeeded 
in  doing. 

Arthur  never  alluded  to  George  after 
his  funeral,  l^ut  many  things  showed  them 
that  he  felt  his  loss  deeply  and  keenly.  He 
had  a  cross  prepared  to  put  in  the  church 
on  a  monument  wliich  cost  a  laro;e  sum  of 
money.  To  the  monument  and  the  cross 
Lionel  made  no  objection,  but  he  held  his 
breath  at  the  inscription  on  it  which  was 
composed  by  Arthur  himself ;  it  was  so 
utterly  contrary  to  fact  that  he  did  not 
know  what  on  earth  to  do.  Arthur  let  him 
out  of  his  difficulty  in  a  very  singular 
manner. 

'  We  will  have  that  in  Latin,  brother,' 
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said  he,  'if  you  will  be  kind  enoiigli  to 
translate  it  for  me ;  and  put  it  in  crabbed  old 
English  letters,  so  that  nobody  can  read  it, 
particularly  the  Bishop.  He  might  kick  up 
a  row  about  it,  and  it  is  only  a  matter 
between  George  and  myself,  and  no  business 
of  his  if  he  gets  his  money  for  the  faculty.' 

And  so  the  inscription  was  sent  across 
country  to  the  bishop  who  gave  his  sanction 
with  an  eulogium  on  the  fraternal  piety  of 
Mr.  Arthur  Branscombe.  Perhaps  if  tlie 
vicar  had  been  allowed  to  read  it  first  he 
might  have  enlightened  his  lordship  over 
some  details. 

Arthur  now  got  it  into  his  head  that  it 
was  absolutely  necessary  to  look  sharply 
after  the  property.  '  Lionel,'  he  argued, '  will 
most  certainly  be  made  a  peer  some  day, 
and  he  can't  go  into  the  House  of  Lords 
with    twopence-halfpenny.'      He    therefore 


224  THE   GRANGE   GARDEN. 

looked  into  his  affairs  closely  and  found  out, 
that  besides  the  estate,  about  14,000/.  a 
year,  there  was  scarcely  100,000/.  in  the 
bank.  This  beggarly  state  of  affairs  gave 
him  great  anxiety,  but  bethinking  himself 
of  a  large  store  of  old  clotlies  which  he  had 
upstairs,  he  entered  into  negotiations  with 
the  head  of  a  Jewish  firm  in  Castle  Street, 
Leicester  Square,  whose  advertisements  he 
had  seen  offering  to  wait  on  ladies  and 
gentlemen  at  their  private  residences,  and 
pay  cash.  The  head  of  tlie  house  came 
down,  and  if  ever  he  got  a  hard  bargain  in 
his  life  he  got  one  then.  lie  departed  with 
Arthur's  clothes,  declaring  himself  ruined  for 
his  next  financial  year.  He  had  to  get  his 
pound  of  flesh  out  of  his  next  customer,  for 
he  never  got  it  out  of  Arthur. 

Artliur  made  several  other  small  savings, 
such  as  smoking  tobacco  instead  of  cigars, 
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and  going  to  quarter  sessions  in  his  second 
best  hat ;  but  there  was  something  very- 
good  in  these  httle  petty  savings,  for  they 
were  not  done  for  himself  but  for  another  ; 
and  they  were  inflicted  entirely  on  himself. 
PoUington,  to  do  Arthur  justice,  had  always 
been  a  liberal  house ;  now  it  was  more  so 
than  ever.  Though  he  might  stint  himself, 
he  never  stinted  his  guests,  his  servants,  or 
his  horses. 

He  knew  one  thing;  that  with  his 
consummate  knowledge  he  could  make 
money  by  horse-breeding.  To  tliis  he  de- 
termined to  give  his  mind,  and  in  this  he  was 
lavish.  Lionel  mildly  remonstrated  with  him 
on  the  investments  which  he  made,  but  when 
Arthur  showed  him  his  books  he  said  no  more. 

It  was  astonishing  now  how  near  Pol- 
lington  was  discovered  to  be  to  Weston, 
which  places,  in  old  times,  were  found  to  be 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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SO  very  flir  apart.  The  members  of  the  two 
houses  were  very  much  mixed  up  together, 
some  of  one  household  being  pretty  sure  to 
be  nearly  always  found  in  the  other.  This 
arrangement  was  greatly  assisted  by  the 
arrival  of  Lord  Cornelius  Browne,  Lady 
Alice's  brother. 

Arthur,  and  indeed  all  the  others,  had 
lately  heard  a  great  deal  about  this  '  brother 
Cornehus,'  but  not  one  of  them  had  ever 
seen  him  in  their  lives.  Lady  Alice  de- 
scribed him  as  a  handsome  likeness  of 
herself,  but  that  gave  to  no  one's  imagina- 
tion the  remotest  inkling  of  anything.  It 
was  known  that  he  lived  alone  in  the  west 
of  Ireland  on  a  tolerable  estate  which  he 
never  left  save  to  make  excursions  to 
America.  He  was  represented  to  be  as 
ferocious  a  patriot  in  his  way  as  Lady  Alice 
was  in  hers ;  and  the  general  idea  about 
him  was  that  he  was  a  savage  nobleman,  for 
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having  beaten  an  attorney  in  the  streets  of 
Ennis  and  having  been  fined  for  that  exploit, 
he  announced  that  he  should  repeat  the 
process  every  time  that  the  attorney  took 
the  air.  Lady  Ahce  had  not  luidervalued 
his  moral  pugnacity  or  his  mere  physical 
fighting  powers,  his  arrival  therefore  was 
looked  forward  to  with  great  curiosity. 

He  was  inconceivably  different  from  the 
idea  which  everyone  had  formed  of  him  ; 
he  was  a  tall  handsome  man,  as  upright  as 
a  dart,  with  pleasant  humour  on  every  line 
of  his  brown  face  from  his  close  cropped 
grizzled  hair  down  to  his  grey  moustache. 
'  Brother  Cornelius  '  was  a  singularly  remark- 
able and  charming;  man,  and  at  once  be- 
came  as  popular  with  everybody  as  his 
sister ;  but  his  singular  iniluence  over 
Arthur  Branscombe  after  his  lirst  visit  to 
Polhugton  was  observed  by  all  of  them. 

Q  2 
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He  stayed  there  so  much  that  he  was 
ahnost  a  resident ;  he  seemed  to  have  taken 
a  great  fancy  for  the  uncouth  squire,  which 
hking  seemed  to  be  returned  with  interest. 
Lionel  was  extremely  pleased  at  this,  firstly, 
because  Arthur  had  really  no  intimate 
associate,  and  secondly,  because  Lord  Cor- 
nelius' influence  would  certainly  be  for  good. 
The  fellow  feeling  between  men  so  opposite  in 
appearance,  age,  and  character  was  brought 
about  by  the  mere  fact  that  they  were  both 
enthusiastically  devoted  to  draught  horses. 

Lord  Cornelius  had  never  seen  such 
cattle  as  Arthur's  in  his  life,  and  he  bluntly 
confessed  so.  A  confidence  and  a  compli- 
ment hke  this  soon  led  to  further  matters  ;  the 
whole  stud  was  laid  open  to  Lord  Cornelius' 
inspection,  and  Arthur  very  soon  perceived 
that  he  knew  more  about  the  whip  than  even 
poor  George,  and  more  about  the  breeding 
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of  collar-liorses  than  Arthur  liimself;  such 
a  man  was  a  wonderful  discovery  for  Arthur, 
and  he  cultivated  his  man  sedulously. 

It  became  evident  after  a  time  that  there 
was  some  business  scheme  on  hand  between 
them,  what  it  was  no  one  seemed  to  know, 
for  Lord  Cornelius  was  as  mysterious  as 
Arthm\  It  involved  Arthur's  making  his 
will,  so  Lionel  accidentally  found  out  from  the 
family  solicitor.  Lionel  got  a  little  anxious 
now  lest  Arthur,  who  had  been  blindly  led 
at  least  once  before  in  his  life,  should  be 
following  too  implicitly  some  scheme  of  the 
excellent  Irishman.  However,  he  could  do 
nothing  or  move  in  any  way  in  so  delicate  a 
matter,  and  reflected  after  all  that  Arthur 
was  an  extremely  difficult  person  to  cheat. 

One  morning,  at  breakfast,  Arthur,  who 
had  been  all  the  early  morning  at  his 
stables,  said  to  Lionel, 
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'  I  have  left  a  power  of  attorney  witli 
you  to  act  in  any  way  for  me,  Lionel.  I 
think  that  everything  is  in  perfect  order.  I 
don't  know  how  long  I  shall  be.  I  shall 
write  to  you  every  mail,  and  if  a  year  goes 
by  with  not  hearing  anything  from  me,  you 
take  possession  and  administer.' 

'  Are  you  going  abroad,  Arthur  ? '  said 
Lionel,  ac^hast. 

'  ]^s'o,'  said  Arthur,  '  I  don't  know  the 
lano;uag;e.     I  am  2;oino;  to  America.' 

Co  o  ~ 

'  Pray,  Arthur,  what  is  your  reason  ?  ' 
'  Well,  I  am  not  at  hberty  to  mention. 
Cornelius  and  I  have  a  scheme  of  our  own 
which  we  do  not  wish  discussed.  He  joins 
me  at  Liverpool.  I  take  a  pair  of  horses, 
Avith  Jacob,  Tims,  and  Peter.' 

He  reallv  frave  Lionel  but  little  more  in- 
formation,  and  by  the  end  of  the  week  he  was 
gone,  perfectly  imperturbable  and  silent. 
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The  grand  scheme  which  the  genius  of 
Lord  Cornehus,  assisted  by  the  slower  and 
shrewder  sense  of  Arthur  had  developed, 
was  this  ;  to  introduce  the  highest  and  most 
expensive  of  stud  trotting  stock  from 
America  into  England,  a  by  no  means 
foolish  idea,  and  of  which  they  thought  so 
highly  that  they  involved  it  with  a  slight 
amount  of  unnecessary  mystery,  even  among 
their  own  friends.  Arthur  took  with  him 
his  best  pair  of  carriage  horses,  and  at  New 
York,  where  Lord  Cornelius  was  wel 
known,  received  a  price  which  surprised  and 
gratified  him.  After  this  first  success  Lord 
Cornelius  and  he  '  looked  about  them.' 

The  opportunity  which  they  sought  was 
not  long  in  coming ;  a  young  horse,  with  a 
pedigree  like  St.  Albans,  or  any  other  well- 
known  horse  which  you  may  pick  out, 
trotted  in  a  match  and  won  it  acjainst  two  of 
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the  finest  liorses  of  the  clay,  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  all,  except  those  who  knew  him  and 
his  family  antecedents.  The  rule  of  the 
race  was  that  the  horse  sliould  be  put  up  for 
sale  at  the  owner's  price.  The  owner  put  on 
him  the  prohibitary  price  of  25,000  dollars, 
which  Arthur  at  once  paid,  to  the  intense 
disgust  of  the  bystanders,  who  saw  another 
Plenipo  jockeyed  out  the  countr}-  by  an 
Encjhshman.  There  was  nothing;  to  be 
done,  however,  the  horse  was  Lord  Brans- 
combe's  (as  the  dealers  called  liim),  and  was 
promptly  shipped  the  day  after  and  de- 
spatched for  England  under  the  care  of  Lord 
Cornelius  and  Jacob ;  Arthur  being  left  to 
take  care  of  himself  and  look  about  him  in 
the  United  States. 

He  passed  about  a  fortnight  not  un- 
pleasantly at  this  occupation,  for  there  is  a 
great  deal  to  be  seen  in  New    York,  and 


THE   GRANGE   GARDEN.  233 

Lord  Cornelius  liad  left  liim  some  acquaint- 
ances, who  gave  liim  advice  and  assistance 
in  tlie  most  friendly  way,  telling  liim  what 
to  ao  and  see,  where  to  dine  and  so  on. 
Arthur  gave  himself  a  holiday  and  went 
everywhere  except  to  church  ;  but  after  two 
weeks  he  had  had  enough  of  the  East  and 
fulfilled  part  of  the  programme  which  he  and 
Lord  Cornelius  had  sketched  out ; — he  went 
to  see  what  horses  there  w^ere  in  the  West. 

He  was  much  pleased  with  the  great 
agricultural  emporia  of  the  West,  and  from 
his  knowledge  of  country  matters  began  to 
throw  off  his  natural  shyness  and  make 
acquaintance  Avith  such  people  as  he  thought 
he  should  like  at  the  hotels.  He  changed 
his  name  also  and  called  himself  Mr. 
Chaloner,  for  he  had  more  than  reason  to 
suspect  that  his  grand  coup  of  buying 
'  Young  General  Clay  '  had  made  the  horse 
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market  a  rather  difRcult  tiling  to  anyone 
owning;  the  name  of  Branscombe. 

He  had  been  three  or  four  days  in  a 
certain  large  though  very  irregulated  city 
no  great  distance  from  either  the  Missouri 
or  the  Mississippi,  and  he  was  sitting  over 
the  stove  in  the  general  room  meditating 
bed,  when  he  was  aroused  by  the  noisy 
entrance  of  thirty  or  forty  men,  almost  all 
well  dressed,  who  were  talkinoj  to";ether  at 
the  top  of  their  voices. 

One  man  who  came  in  first,  and  who 
was  evidently  the  most  important  of  them, 
witlidrew  himself  and  placing  his  back 
against  the  wall  requested  silence,  which  was 
at  once  accorded.  Arthur  was  not  at  all  sur- 
prised when  he  saw  that  it  was  Dr.  Cross. 

He  only  pushed  his  hat  over  his  brows 
and  sat  and  listened,  feeling  inclined  to  be 
greatly  amused. 
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*  Gentlemen,'  said  Dr.  Cross,  'let  us 
calmly  discuss  the  matter  between  us  here. 
What  do  you  desire  of  me?  ' 

'  What  we  desire  of  you,  sir,  is  very 
plain,'  said  a  verj^  hot  gentleman.  '  Con- 
tinue the  noble  work  which  you  have  so 
long  carried  on  in  your  private  capacity ;  do 
not  cease  to  dog  at  the  heels  of  these 
scoundrels  like  a  bloodhound ;  unmask 
them  ;  tear  them  in  your  own  good  time,  and 
then  receive  your  reward.' 

Doctor  Cross,  with  his  hands  in  his 
trousers'  pockets  and  his  back  against  the 
wall,  replied, 

'  Now,  gentlemen,  let  us  look  this  matter 
full  in  the  face.  I  am  only  an  English 
physician,  practising  with  some  success  in 
this  town  for  three  years  past.  From  putting 
tos;ether  one  thinsz  and  anothf^r  I  verv  soon 
came  to  the    conclusion   that   there    was  a 
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ring  which  was  mismanaging  the  municipal 
revenues  of  this  city  in  a  shameless  manner. 
It  was  no  business  of  mine,  I  must  live  a 
stranger  and  offend  no  one,  but  only  be  too 
thankful  for  the  liospitality  accorded  me.  I 
said  nothing,  yet  these  men  discovered  that 
I  knew  too  much.  What  did  they  do  ?  a 
safe  thing  they  thought.  They  offered  to 
bribe  me.  Honest  indignation  caused  me  to 
break  forth,  and  I  put  their  letter  before  the 
town  council.  (Great  cheering.)  In  doing 
that  I  have  done  all  I  can  do.  I  am  a  poor 
and  l^usy  man,  and  those  who  are  more 
interested  in  the  matter  than  I  am  must  carry 
it  out  to  the  end.  Gentlemen,  I  have  done.' 
'  But  no  one  knows  so  much  about  it  as 
you,'  said  the  hot  gentleman.  '  And  I  am 
sure  if  you  would  work  with  us  you  should 
lose  neither  time  nor  dollars,  and  raise  your 
name  to  a  point  at  which  it  would  always 
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stand  ill  the  gratitude  of  your  fellow- citizens. 
Come  now.' 

'  Gentlemen,'  said  Cross,  '  I  will  sleep 
over  what  you  said  and  speak  about  it  to- 
morrow. I  should  wish  to  do  my  duty  if 
it  was  rendered  in  any  way  possible  for  me.' 

'  It  shall  be,'  said  the  hot  gentleman, 
waving  a  paper  aloft  and  shaking  hands 
with  Cross.  Then  they  all  shook  hands 
with  him,  and  Cross  was  left  alone  with  a 
look  of  cool  triumph  on  his  face. 

'  You  ouoiit  to  make  a  devilish  g;ood 
tiling  out  of  those  fellows  if  you  play  your 
cards  well,'  said  Arthur,  shoving  his  liat 
coolly  on  the  back  of  his  head. 

'  Arthur ! '  said  Cross,  with  a  violent 
start.     '  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  ' 

'  I  was  hstening  to  your  humbugging 
those  fellows,'  said  Arthur.  '  But  how  are 
you?  come  and  sit  down.' 
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Cross  did  so,  and  they  entered  into  con- 
versation. Cross  was  doing  wonderfully 
well,  and  would  certainly  try  for  legislative 
honours  after  he  had  been  seven  years 
whitewashed.  His  practice  was  good  and 
steadily  improving,  the  future  was  very 
bright  before  him ;  neither  of  them  alluded 
to  the  past,  and  they  parted  apparently  good 
friends,  to  meet  no  more. 

Arthur  having  made  another  successful 
raid  upon  the  American  trotting  stables  was 
preparing  to  return  to  Pollington  wit]i  his 
prize  when,  taking  up  his  newspaper,  he 
read  the  folio  win  12; : — 

'  Horrible  Death. — ^Dr.  Cross,  whose 
lectures  on  toxicology  have  given  delight  to 
so  many  thousands ;  and  whose  splendid 
exposure  of  the  Dead  Eabbit  Ring  has  gained 
him   such   universal   applause,   has  fallen  a 
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victim  to  his  ardently  rash  pursuit  of  science. 
He  was  about  to  clehver  a  lecture  on  the 
poison  fang  of  the  rattlesnake,  several  of 
which  he  had  in  his  possession  :  his  man 
going  in  about  bedtime  to  liis  room  dis- 
covered him  to  be  quite  dead,  and  called  in 
Dr.  Girvan  B.  Shore.  A  fang  was  found 
fixed  firmly  between  tlie  thumb  and  fore- 
finger, probably  causing  death  in  twenty 
minutes.  But  the  strange  part  of  the  business 
is  this,  this  fang  was  not  that  of  a  rattler,  hut 
of  an  Indian  cobra.,  which,  judging  from 
its  partially  dry  state,  the  learned  gentleman 
must  have  had  by  him  for  some  years  J' 

Artliur  gained  but  few  further  particulars 
than  the  above  before  he  sailed.  The  catas- 
trophe must  have  taken  place  in  the  dark, 
as  the  lump  liad  gone  out;  and  it  was 
judged   that   the    doctor   had   been   feeling 
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about  close  to  him,  witliout  rising,  for  some 
matches.     It  did  not  matter  ;  he  was  dead. 

Yes,  with  five-and-twenty  probable  years 
of  life  before  him ;  with  Ijrilliaut  prospects  of 
wealth,  honour,  and  confidence  just  dawn- 
ing; he,  who  had  hitherto  escaped  the  con- 
sequences of  his  actions  in  a  manner  almost 
miraculous,  suddenl}^,  at  the  beginning  of  a 
new  and  fnie  career,  was  hoist  by  his  own 
petard.  By  an  act  of  careless  clumsiness,  he 
had  transferred  to  his  own  veins  the  poison 
which  he  had  so  carefully  prepared  for 
Gabriel  years  before. 
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enable  us  to  know  very  little  regarding  them.  But  in  the  vessels  of  the  same  group 
as  ourselves,  we  see  evolutions  similar  to  those  which  our  own  ship  performs — we 
see  them  maintain  relations  similar  to  our  own  to  the  great  guardian  vessel  in  the 
midst — we  see  them  regulated  by  her  in  all  their  movements,  and  that  when  night 
falls  dark  most  of  them  have  their  sets  of  lanthorns  hoisted  up  to  give  them  light ; 
and  there  is  a  desire  among  us  to  know  somewhat  respecting  the  crews  of  these 
neighbouring  vessels  of  ours,  and  whether — as  we  all  seem  bound  on  a  common 
voyage — the  expedition,  as  it  is  evidently  under  one  and  the  same  control,  may  not 
have  a  common  purpsse  or  object  to  accomplish." — Hlgh  Miller. 

BRIC-A-BRAC   HUNTER   (The)  ;   or,  Chapters  on  Chinamania. 

By  Major  H.  Bv.ng  Hall.    With  Photographic  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

full  gilt  (from  a  special  and  novel  design),  105.  6d. 

"This  is  a  delightful  book.  His  hints  respecting  marks,  texture,  finish,  and  cha- 
racter of  various  wares  will  be  useful  to  amateurs.  By  all  who  are  interested  in 
chinamania  will  be  most  warmly  appreciated— a  very  amusing  and  chatty  volume." 
Staitdard. 

BRILLAT  SAVARIN'S  PHYSIOLOGY  OF  TASTE.    Translated 

into  English,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra. 

[/«  the  Press. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


BUNYAN'S  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.   Edited  by  Rev.  T.  ScOTT. 

With    17    beautiful   Steel  Plates    by    Stothard,    engraved  by   Goodall  ;   and 

numerous  Woodcuts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ^s.  6d. 

"The  style  of  Bunyan  is  delightful  to  every  reader,  and  invaluable  as  a  study  to 
every  person  who  wishes  to  obt.iin  a  wide  command  over  the  English  language.  The 
vocabulary  is  the  vocabulary  of  the  common  people.  There  is  not  an  expression,  if 
we  except  a  few  technical  terms  of  theology,  which  wotild  puzzle  the  rudest  peasant. 
Yet  no  writer  has  said  more  exactly  what  he  meant  to  say.  For  magnificence,  for 
pathos,  for  vehement  exhortation,  for  subtle  disquisition,  for  every  purpose  of  the 
poet,  the  orator,  and  the  divine,  this  homely  dialect — the  dialect  of  plain  working 
men — was  perfectly  sufficient.  Thtre  is  no  book  in  our  literature  on  which  we  could 
so  readily  stake  the  fame  of  the  old  unpolluted  English  language  ;  no  book  which 
shows  so  well  how  rich  that  languacje  is  in  its  own  proper  wealth,  and  how  little  it 

has  been  improved  by  all  that  it   has  borrowed We  are  not  afraid  to 

say  that,  though  there  were  many  clever  men  in  England  during  the  latter  half  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  there  were  only  two  great  creative  minds.  One  of  those 
minds  pro'luced  the  'Paradise  Lost,'  the  other,  the  'Pilgrim's  Progress.'" — 
Macaulav. 

BYRON'S     (Lord)     LETTERS     AND     JOURNALS.       With 

Notices  of  his  Life.     By  Thomas   Mooke.     A   Reprint  of  the  Original   Edition. 

newly  revised,   complete  in  a  thick  Volume  of  1060  pp.,  with  Twelve  full-page 

Plates.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ys.  (>d. 

"  We  have  read  this  book  with  the  greatest  pleasHre.  Considered  merely  as  a 
composition,  it  deserves  to  be  classed  among  the  best  specimens  of  English  prose 
which  our  age  has  produced.  .  .  .  The  style  is  .(greeable,  clear,  and  manly,  and, 
when  it  rises  into  eloquence,  rises  without  effort  or  ostentation.  Nor  is  the 
matter  inferior  to  the  manner.  It  would  be  difficult  to  name  a  book  which  exhibits 
more  kindness,  fairness,  and  modesty." — Macaulav,  in  the  Edbibuygh  Review. 

A.NOVA'S  WORKS    IN    SCULPTURE  AND   MODEL- 
LING.      150    Plates    exquisitely  engraved   in   Outline  by   Moses,  and 
printed  on  an  India  tint.     With  Descriptions  by  the  Countess  Albrizzi, 
a   Biographical  Memor  by  Cicognara,  and  Portrait  by  Worthington. 
A  New  Edition.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  31J.  6^. 
"The  fertility  of  this   master's  resources  is  amazing,   and  the   manual  labour 
expended  on  his  works  would  have  worn  out  many  an  ordinary  workman.    The  out- 
line engravings  are  finely  executed.     The  descriptive  notes  are  discriminating,  and 
in  the  main  cxdLCt."—S/>ectaior. 

"  A  very  handsome  volume.  .  .  .  The  graceful  designs  of  the  original  are  ren- 
dered by  the  engraver  with  exquisite  fidelity.  As  a  gilt-book,  the  volume  deserves 
to  be  placed  beside  the  '  Outlines  '  of  a  very  kindred  genius— Flaxman." — Graphic. 

CARTER'S    ANCIENT    ARCHITECTURE    OF    ENGLAND. 

Including  the  Orders  during  the  I'ritish,  Roman,  Saxon,  and  Norman  Eras  ;  and 
also  under  the  Reigns  of  Henry  III.  and  Edward  III.     Illustrated  by  103  large 
Copperplate     Engravings,    comprising   upwards   of  Two   Thousand    Specimens. 
Edited  by  John  Bkitton.     Royal  folio,  half-morocco  extra,  ;^2  8j. 
"  Mr.  Carter  was  the  first  to  point  out  to  the  public  the  right  way  of  delineating 
and  representing  the  component  and  detached  parts  of  the  old  buildings  of  England. 
His  national  work  on   Ancient   Architecture  occupied  him  in  drawing,  etching,  ar- 
ranging, and  publishing,  more  than   twenty  years.      It  is  highly  valuable." — John 
Britton. 

CATLIN'S  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THE  MANNERS,  CUS- 
TOMS, AND  CONDrnO."M  OF  THE  NORTH  AMERICAN  INDIANS, 
written  during  Eight  Years  of  Travel  and  Adventure  among  the  Wildest  and  most 
Remarkable  Iribes  now  existing.  Containing  360  Coloured  Engravings  from  the 
Author's  original  Paintings.  Two  Vols,  imperial  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  the  Plates 
beautifully  printed  in  Colours,  £i  ^s. 
"  One  of  the  most  admirable  observers  of  manners  who  ever  lived  among  the 

aborigines  of  America." — Humooldt's  Cosmos. 


CHATTO  (^   WINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 


CATLIN'S  NORTH  AMERICAN  INDIAN  PORTFOLIO.  Con- 

taining  Hunting  Scenes,  Amusements,  Scenery,  and  Costume  of  the  Indians  of 
the  Kocky  Mountains  and  Prairies  of  America,  from  Drawings  and  Notes  made 
by  the  Author  during  Eight  Years'  Travel.  A  series  of  31  magnificent  Plates 
(6  now  first  published),  beautifully  coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Drawings 
exhibited  at  the  Egyptian  Hall.  With  Letterpress  Descriptions,  imperial  folio, 
half-morocco,  gill,  £,^  \os. 

CHAMBERLAINE'S  IMITATIONS  OF  DRAWINGS  FROM 
THE  GREAT  MASTERS  in  the  Royal  Collection.  Engraved  by  Bartolozzi 
and  others.  74  fine  Plates,  mostly  tinted  ;  including,  in  addition,  "  Ecce  Homo," 
after  Gi;ido,  and  the  scarce  Scries  of  7  Anatomical  Drawings.  Imperial  folio, 
half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  {^S  5^. 

CLAUDE,  BEAUTIES  OP,  containing  24  of  his  choicest  Land- 
scapes, beautifully  Engraved  on  Steel,  by  Bkomlev,  Lui'Ton,  and  others.  With 
Biograohical  Sketch  and  Portrait.     Royal  folio,  in  a  portfolio,  £,\  ^s. 

CLAUDE'S  LIBER  VERITATIS.  A  Collection  of  303  Prints 
after  the  Original  Designs  of  Claude.  Engraved  by  Richard  Earlom.  With 
a  descriptive  Catalogue  of  each  Print,  Lists  of  the  Persons  for  whom,  and  the  Places 
for  which,  the  original  Pictures  were  first  painted,  and  of  the  present  Possessors 
of  most  of  them.  London  :  published  by  Messrs.  Boydell  and  Co.,  Cheapside. 
Printed  by  W.  Bulmer  and  Co.,  Cleveland  Row,  1777.  Three  Vols,  folio,  half- 
morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  Xio  lof. 

COLMAN'S   HUMOROUS   WORKS.— Broad    Grins,  My  Night- 
gown  and  Slippers,  and  other  Humorous  Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  Georgr 
Colman.     With  Life  and  Anecdotes  by  G.  B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by 
Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7J.  6d. 
"  What  antic  h.ive  we  here,  in  motley  livery  of  red  and  yellow,  with  cap  on  head, 

and  dagger  of  lath  in  hand  ?  It  is  the  king's  jester,  a  professed  droll,  strangely  gifted 

in  all  grim.ice,  who  pulls  faces,  and  sells  grins  by  the  yard.     For  the  impudent  joke 

he  has  scarcely  an  equal." — Westminster  RevirM. 

CONEY'S    ENGRAVINGS    OP    ANCIENT    CATHEDRALS, 

Hotels  de  Ville,  Town  Halls,  &c.,  including  some  of  the  finest  Examples  of  Gothic 
Architecture  in  France,  Holland,  Germany,  and  Italy.  32  large  Plates,  imperial 
folio,  half-morocco  extra,  £,■},  13J.  dd. 

CONSTABLE'S  GRAPHIC  WORKS.  Comprising  40  highly 
finished  Mezzotinto  Engravings  on  Steel,  by  David  Lucas  ;  with  descriptive 
Letterpress  by  C.  R.  Leslie,  R.A.     Folio,  half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  ^2  2^. 

COTMAN'S      ENGRAVINGS      OP      THE      SEPULCHRAL 

BRASSES  IN  NORFOLK  AND  SUFFOLK.  With  Letterpress  Descrip- 
tions, an  Essay  on  Sepulchral  Memorials  by  Dawson  Turner,  Notes  by  Sir 
Sami'EL  Mevrick,  Albert  Way,  and  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  copious  Index. 
New  Edition,  containing  173  Plates,  two  of  them  Illuminated.  'Iwo  Volumes, 
small   folio,  half-morocco  extra,  ^6  6j. 

"  Cotman's  work  on  Sepulchral  Brasses  is  by  far  the  most  important  work  on  the 
subject."— Dawson  Turner. 

COTMAN'S  ETCHINGS  OF  ARCHITECTURAL  REMAINS, 
chiefly  Norman  and  Gothic,  in  various  Counties  in  England,  but  principally  in 
Noriolk,  with  Descriptive  Notices  by  Dawson  Turner,  and  Architectural  Obser- 
vations by  Thomas  Rickman.  Two  Vols,  imperial  folio,  containing  240  spirited 
Etchings,  half-morocco,  top  edges  gilt,  Ci  8i. 

COTMAN'S     LIBER    STUDIORUM.      A    Series  of    Landscape 

Studies  and  Original  Compositions,  for  the  Use  of  Art  Students,  consisting  of 
48  Etchings,  the  greater  part  executed  in  "  soft  ground."  Imperial  folio,  half- 
morocco,  i,i  I  \s.  td. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


CREASY.— MEMOIRS     OF    EMINENT    ETONIANS;     with 

Notices  of  the  Early  History  of  Eton  College.     By  Sir  Edward  Creasy,  Author 

of  "  The  Firteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World."     A  New  Edition,  brought  down 

to  the  Present  Time,  with  13  Illustrations.       Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7^.  td. 

"  A  new  edition  o{  Creasy' s  Etonians  will  be  welcome.     The  book  was  a  iavourite 

a  quarter  ofa  century  ago,  and  it  has  maintained  its  reputation.     The  value  of  this 

new  edition  is  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  Sir  Edward  Creasy  has  added  to  it  several 

memoirs  of  Etonians  who  have  died  since  the  first  edition  appeared.      The  work  is 

eminently  interesting." — Scntstnan. 

CRUIKSHANZ'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.        Complete    in  Two 

Series  :  The  First  from  183=;  to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  ^?,^^.  A  Gather- 
ing of  the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith, 
A'Beckett,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2000  Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings 
by  Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  15^.;  or,  separately,  7^^.  td.  per  volume. 

CUSSANS'  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY.  With  Instructions 
for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.:  Rules  for  the  Appointment 
of  Liveries,  Chapters  on  Continental  and  American  Heraldry,  &c.  &c.  By  John 
E.  Cussans.  Illustrated  with  360  Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  and  emblazoned,  7^.  dd. 

CUSSANS'    HISTORY    OF    HERTFORDSHIRE.      A    County 

History,  got  up  in  a  very  superior  manner,  and  ranging  with  the  finest  works  of 
its  class.     By  John  E.  Cussans.     Illustrated  with  full-page  Plates  on  Copper  and 
Stone,  and  a  profusion  of  small  Woodcuts.  Parts  I.  to  X.  now  ready,  21J.  each. 
"  The  amount  of  labour  Mr.  Cussans  bestows  to  obtain  original  information  is 
mrnense  ;  his  anxiety  for  accuracy  is  intense,  and  the  painstaking  care  with  which 
he  investigates  statements  and  peruses  old  documents  is  remarkable.     The  result  of 
hi.s  industry  is  a  work  abounding  in  new  and  curious  information.     It  differs  from 
'  Clutterbuck  '  in  this  respect,  that  whereas  that  well-patronised  and  expensive  book 
had   most  care  and  attention  bestowed  on  the  first  volume — (that  part  of  Hertford- 
shire where  the  author  resided)— each  successive  portion  of  Mr.  Cussans'  history  is 
manifestly  an  improvement  on  the  earlier  portions.     Nothing  can  ever  repay  the 
author  for  the  very  great   care,  pains,  and   time  ho  has  devoted  to  this  work,  which 
must  have  been  truly  a  labour  of  love  to  him  ;  but  he  has  sure  reward  in  the  esteem 
of  those  who  can  appreciate  aright  earnestness,  diligence,  and  perseverance  in  the 
accomplishment  of  a  useful  and  valuable  object." — Herts  Guardian. 

CYCLOPEDIA  OF  COSTUME  ;  or,  A  Dictionaryof  Dress— Regal, 
Ecclesiastical,  Civil,  and  Military— from  the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the 
reign  of  George  the  Third.  Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous  Fashions  on 
the  Continent,  and  preceded  by  a  General  History  of  the  Costumes  of  the  Princi- 
pal Countries  of  Europe.  By  J.  R.  Planch^,  Somerset  Herald.  To  be  Com- 
pleted in  Twenty-four  Parts,  quarto,  at  Five  Shillings  each,  profusely  illustrated 
by  Coloured  and  Plain  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings.— A  Prospectus  will  be 
sent  upon  application.  [/„  course  0/ publication. 

"There  is  no  subject  connected  with  dress  with  which  '  Somerset  Herald'  is  not 
as  familiar  as  ordinary  men  are  with  the  ordinary  themes  of  everyday  life.  The 
gathered  knowledge  of  many  years  is  placed  before  the  world  in  this  his  latest 
work,  and,  when  finished,  there  will  exist  no  work  on  the  .mbject  half  so  valuable. 
"The  numerous  illustraiions  are  all  effective— for  their  accuracy  the  author  is  respon- 
sible ;  they  are  well  drawn  and  well  engraved,  and,  while  indispensable  to  a  proper 
comprehension  of  the  text,  are  .satisfactory  as  works  of  art." — Art  Journal. 

"  These  numbers  of  a  Cyclopa;dia  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Costume  give  promise 
that  the  work,  when  complete,  will  be  one  of  the  most  perfect  works  ever  published 
upon  the  subject.  The  illustrations  are  numerous  and  excellent,  and  would,  even 
without  the  letterpress,  render  the  work  an  invaluable  book  of  reference  for  in- 
formation as  to  costumes  for  fancy  balls  and  character  quadrilles.  .  .  .  Beautifully 
printed  and  superbly  illustrated." — Standard. 

"Those  who  know  how  useful  is  Fairholt's  brief  and  necessarily  imperfect  glossary 
will  be  able  to  appreciate  the  much  greater  advantages  promised  by  Mr.  Planch^'s 
book." — Athenaeum . 


CHATTO  &>  WINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 
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TBDIN'S  (T.   F.)  BIBLIOMANIA;   or,  Book- Madness  :  A 
Bibliographical   Romance.      With  numerous  Illustrations.    A  New  Edi- 
tion, with  a  Supplement,  inclmling  a  Key  to  the  Assumed  Characters  in 
the  Drama.     Demy  8vo,  half-Poxburghe.  ■2-is.;  a  few  Large  Paper  copies, 
half-Roxburghe,  the  edges  altogether  uncut,  at  425. 

"  I  have  not  yet  recovered  from  the  delightful  delirium  into  which  your  '  Biblio- 
mania '  has  completely  thrown  me.  Your  book,  to  my  taste,  is  one  of  the  most  ex- 
traordinary gratifications  I  have  enjoyed  for  many  years.  You  have  glued  me  down 
to  two  hundred  pages  at  a  sitting,  and  I  can  repeat  the  pleasure  without  losing  it." 
— I.sAAC  Disraeli. 

DEMOCRACY  (THE).    A  Novel.     By  Whyte  Thorne.     Three 
Vols.,  crown  Svo,  31J.  td. 

DIXON.— WHITE    CONQUEST:    AMERICA    IN  1875.     By 

W.  Hki'WOKth  Dixon.     Two  Vols.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  30J. 

"The  best  written,  most  instructive,  and  most  entertaining  book  that  Mr.  Dixon 
has  published  since  '  New  America. '  "—,4('/;c«<^«w. 

"  '  White  Conquest '  is  no  whit  inferior  to  the  author's  other  writings  ;  indeed,  in 
some  respects  it  may  be  said  to  be  superior.  It  has  all  the  old  brilliancy  of  descrir- 
tion,  the  same  sense  of  humour,  and  the  wonderful  accumulation  of  fads,  historical 
and  otherwise,  to  which  Mr.  Hepworth  Di.xon  has  accustomed  his  admirers  ;  and 
besides  these  merits  the  volumes  acquire  an  additional  charm  from  the  fact  that  they 
deal  with  romantic  and  comparatively  unknown  regions  ;  and  a  special  value,  because 
they  deal  with  the  gravest  of  modern  social  problems." — Morning  Pest. 

DRURY'S  ILLUSTRATIONS  of  FOREIGN  ENTOMOLOGY. 

Containing,  in  150  beautifully  Coloured  Plates,  upwards  of  600  Exotic  Insects  of 
the  East  and  West  Indies,  China.  New  Holland,  North  and  South  America,  Ger- 
many, &c.  With  important  Additions  and  Scientific  Indexes,  by  J.  O.  West- 
wood,  F.L.S.     Three  Vols.  4to,  half-morocco  extra,  ;^5  5.?. 

"  Drury's  work  has  not  been  surpassed  in  beauty  and  accuracy  of  execution  by  any 
of  the  sumptuous  efforts  of  the  present  day." — EncycloPcpiia  Britannica. 

DUNRA YEN'S  (Earl  of)  THE   GREAT  DIVIDE  :   A  Narrative 

of  Travels  in  the  Upper    Yellowstone  in  the  Summer  of  1874.     With  Maps  and 

numerous  striking  full-page  Illustrations  by  Valenti-\e  W.  Bromley.      Demy 

Svo,  cloth  gilt,  iSi-. 

"  There  has  not  for  a  long  time  appeared  a  better  hook  of  travel  than  Lord  Dun- 
raven's  '  The  Great  Divide.'  .  .  .  The  book  is  full  of  clever  observation,  and 
both  narrative  and  illustrations  are  thoroughly  good." — Athencritiii. 

"A  jolly,  rollicking  narrative  of  adventure  and  sport,  mixed  up  with  a  great  deal 
of  useful  information  concerning  one  of  the  most  interesting  regions  in  the  American 
continent." — Nature. 

"Under  the  title  of  'The  Great  Divide'  the  Earl  of  Dunraven  tells  a  pleasant 
tale  of  an  excursion,  half  as  hunter,  h.alf  as  tourist,  to  the  region  first  made  kiiown 
a  year  or  two  ago  to  the  world  as  the  '  marvellous  country  of  the  Yellowstone.' 
The  reader  will  find  in  Lord  Dunraven  the  most  genial  and  unaffected  of  guides  ; 
while,  on  more  serious  matters,  the  Indi.m  question,  &c.,  his  book,  in  its  light  way, 
has  some  claims  to  rank  as  an  authority."- — Graphic. 

ARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introduction.s 
and  copious  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
boards,  6s.  per  Volume  ;  a  few  Large  Paper  copies  (only  50  printed),  at 
i2.f.     The  following  are  now  ready  : 

The  Works  ok  Giles  Fletcher.  One  Vol. 
The  Works  of  Sir  John  Davies.  Two  Vols. 
"  Mr.  Grosart  has  spent  the  most  laborious  and  the  most  enthusiastic  care  on  the 
perfect  restoration  and  preservation  of  the  text  ;  and  it  is  very  unlikely  that  any 
other  edition  of  the  poet  can  ever  be  called  for  ....  From  Mr.  Grosart  we 
always  expect  and  always  receive  the  final  results  of  most  patient  and  competent 
scholarship,  "—^■-fa/wi'u'r. 

To  be  foUcnved  by 
Robert  Hkrrick.  i  John  Donne. 

Sir  Philip  Sydney.  |  And  others. 
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EMANUEL    ON   DIAMONDS   AND  PRECIOUS   STONES  ; 

Tlieir  History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for  ascertaining  their 
Reality.  By  Harrv  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S  With  numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted 
and  Plain.     A  New  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6i-. 

EMERSON'S  NEW  WORK.— LETTERS    &   SOCIAL  AIMS. 

By  Rali'h  Waldo  Emerson.     Second  Eriition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  71.  dd. 

"  His  method  of  work  is  that  of  great  thinkers.  Gradually  he  absorbs  and 
assimilates  whatever  science  or  history  c.'>n  furnish,  and  slowly  and  reflectively  he 
gives  us  the  result  of  his  thoughts." — Athe':epum. 

"  Will  be  eagerly  welcomed  by  his  numerous  admirers  on  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic.  .  .  .  These  latest  essavs  and  lectures  of  the  American  sage  contain  the 
matured  fruits  of  earnest  and  deep  thought  wrapt  up  in  language  always  clear  and 
incisive,  often  happily  epigrammatic.  They  present  the  author's  ripest  opmions  on 
literature  and  society.  Every  part  of  the  work  breathes  the  free  air  which  belongs 
to  a  free  country,  and  is  redolent  of  hi  pe  and  youth.  The  happy  knack  which 
Emerson  always  possessed  of  illustrating  his  meaning  by  apposite  anecdotes  has  not 
failed  him  in  his  old  age  ;  and  in  these  pages  light  is  often  flashed  upon  an  ol  sciire 
or  abstruse  proposition  from  a  pithy  and  pointed  story.  Without  any  pedantic  show 
of  learning,  every  page  bears  witnes-i  Vt  the  author's  wide,  one  might  almost  say 
encyclo,  a;dic,  acquaintance  with  thf  literature  of  all  ages  and  of  all  races.  Not 
only  has  Emerson  been  a  great  reader,  but  he  has,  so  to  speak,  got  at  the  very 
innermost  core  of  the  books  which  he  has  devoured."— Scotsman. 

ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN'S  LIBRARY.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra 

(uniform  binding),  Illustrated  : — 


D'Arblay's(  Madame)  Diary  and 

Letters.  Edited  by  her  Niece,  Chas- 
LOTTB  Bakkett.  a  New  Edition, 
illustrated  by  numerous  fine  Portraits 
engraved  on  Steel.  Four  Vols.  8vo., 
cloth  extra,  361. 

Grammont   (Count),  Memoirs 

of  By  Anthony  Hamilton.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Bioijraphical 
Sketch  of  Count  Hamilton,  numerous 
Historical  and  Illustrative  Notes  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  64  Copper- 
plate Portraits  by  Edward  Sckive.v. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  15^ 

Maxwell's  Life  of  the  Duke  of 

Wellington.  Three  Vols.  8vo,  with 
numerous  highly  finished  Line  and 
Wood  Engravings  by  Eminent  Artists. 
Cloth  extra,  gilt,  £i  71. 

Montagu's(LadyMaryWortley) 

Letters  and  Works.  Edited  by  Lord 
Whaknclifke.  With  important 
Additions  and  Corrections,  derived 
from  the  Original  Manuscripts,  and 
a  New  Memoir.  Two  Vols.  8vo,  with 
fine  Steel  Portraits,  cloth  extra,  i8i^. 

Roscoe's  Life  of  Lorenzo  de' 

Me'lici, called  "  The  Magnificen  r." 
A  New  and  much  improved  Sedition. 
Edited  by  hi-;  Son,  Thomas  Roscoe. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Portraits  and  nume- 
rous Plates,  cloth  extra,  gs. 

Roscoe's  Life  and  Pontificate 

of  Leo  the  Tenth.  Edited  by  his 
Son,  Thomas  Koscoe.  Two  Vols. 
8vo.  with  Portraits  and  numerous 
Plates,  cloth  extra,  tSs. 


Saint-Simon  (Memoirs  of  the 

Duke  oO,  during  the  Reign  of  Louis 
the  Fourteenth  and  the  Regency. 
Translated  from  the  French  and 
Edited  by  Bayle  St.  John.  A  New 
Edition.  Three  Vols.  8vo.,  cloth 
extra,  27X. 

Walpole's  (Horace)  Anecdotes 

of  Painting  in  England.  With  some 
Account  of  the  principal  English 
Artists,  and  incidental  Notices  of 
Sculptors,  Carvers,  Enamellers, 
Architects,  Medallists,  Engravers, 
&c.  With  Additions  by  Rev.  James 
Dallaway.  Edited,  with  Additional 
Notes,  by  Ralph  N.  Woknum. 
Three  Vols.  8vo,  with  upwards  of  150 
Portraits  and  Plates,  cloth  extra, 
£1  7S. 

Walpole's      (Horace)      entire 

Correspondence.  Chronologically  ar- 
ranged, with  the  Prefaces  and  Notes 
of  Croker,  Lord  Dover,  and  others; 
the  Notes  of  all  previous  Editors, 
and  Additional  Notes  by  Peter 
Cunningham.  Nine  Vols.  8vo, 
with  numerous  fine  Portraits  en- 
graved on  Steel,  cloth  extra,  .^4   is. 

Walpole's  (Horace)  Roy^l  and 

Noble  Authors  of  England,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland  ;  with  Lists  of  thrir 
Works.  A  New  Edition,  Annotated, 
coiisidcralily  Enlarged,  and  brought 
down  to  the  Present  Time.  Illus- 
trated by  nearly  200  Copperplate 
Portraits.  Six  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
[/«  preparation. 
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ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE  (The):    A  Practical  Guide  to  all  in- 

terested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  Houje,  with  full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities, 
&c.  By  C.  J.  KicHARDSON.  Third  Edition.  With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  td. 


AIRHOLT.  — TOBACCO  :  Its  History  and  Associations  ;  in- 
cluding an  Account  of  the  Plant  and  its  Manufacture  ;  with  its  Modes  of 
Use  in  all  Ages  and   Countries.     By  F.  \V.  Fairhoi.t,  F  S.  A.     A   New 
Edition,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  upwards  of  100  Illustrations  by 
the  Author.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6.f. 

"  A  very  pleasant  and  instructive  history  of  tobacco  and  its  associations,  which 
we  cordially  recommend  alike  to  the  votaries  and  to  the  enemies  of  the  much- 
maligned  but  certainly  not  neglected  weed.  .  .  .  Full  of  interest  and  informa- 
tion."— Daily  News. 

'■  A  delightful  reprint.  ...  A  more  complete  and  dainty  book  on  a  subject 
which  some  still  think  unsavoury  it  would  not  be  easy  to  call  t-  mind." — Graphic. 

FARADAY'S  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OP  A  CANDLE. 
Lectures  delivered  to  a  Juvenile  Audience.  A  New  Edition,  Edited  by  W. 
Crookes,  Esq.,  F.C.S.,  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustra- 
tions, 41.  td. 

FARADAY'S  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE.  A  New 
Edition,  Edited  by  W.  Crookes,  Esq.,  F.C.S.,  &c.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  4J.  (sd. 

"For  many  years  the  English  public  had  the  privilege  of  listening  to  the  dis- 
courses and  speculations  of  Professor  Faraday,  at  the  Royal  Institution,  on  Matter 
and  Forces  ;  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  no  lecturer  on  Physical  Science, 
since  the  time  of  Sir  Humphrey  Uavy,  was  ever  listened  to  with  more  delight. 
The  [leasure  which  all  derived  Irom  the  expositions  of  Faraday  was  of  a  somewhat 
different  kind  from  that  produced  by  any  other  philosopher  whose  lectures  we  have 
attended.  It  was  partially  derived  from  his  extreme  dexterity  as  an  operator  :  with 
him  we  had  no  chance  of  apologies  for  an  unsuccessful  experiment — no  hanging  fire 
ill  the  midst  of  a  series  of  brilliant  demonstrations,  producing  that  depressing 
tendency  akin  to  the  pain  felt  by  an  audience  at  a  false  note  from  a  vocalist.  All  was 
a  sparkling  stream  of  eloquence  and  experimental  illustration.  We  would  have  defied 
a  clieniist  loving  his  science,  no  matter  how  often  he  might  himself  have  repeated  an 
experiment,  to  feel  uninterested  whtn  seeing  it  done  by  Faraday." — W.  Ckookes. 

FIGUIER'S  PRIMITIVE  MAN  :  A  Popular  Manual  of  the  pre- 
vailing Theories  of  the  Descent  of  Man  as  promulgated  by  Darwin,  Lvkll,  Sir 
John  Lubbock,  Hu.xlev,  E.  B.  Tvlor,  and  other  eminent  Ethnologists.  Trans- 
lated from  the  last  French  edition,  and  revised  by  E.  B.  T.  With  263  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  <)s. 

"  An  interesting  and  essentially  popular  resumd  of  all  that  has  been  written  on 
the  suViject.  ^L  Figuier  has  collected  together  the  evidences  which  modern  re- 
searches have  accumulated,  an  I  has  done  tins  with  a  considerable  amount  of  care. 
He  endeavours  to  separate  the  inquiry  respecting  Primitive  Man  from  the  Mosaic 
account  of  Man's  creation,  and  does  not  admit  that  the  authority  of  Holy  Writ  is  in 
any  way  questioned  by  those  labours  which  aim  at  seeking  the  real  epoch  of  Man's 
first  appearance  \ipoii  earth.  .  .  .  An  interesting  book,  with  26^  illustrations,  of 
which  thirty  are  full-page  engravings,  confes-edly  somewhat  fanciful  in  their  com- 
binations, but  which  will  be  found  on  examination  to  be  justified  by  that  soundest  evi- 
dence, the  actual  discovery  of  the  objectsol  which  they  represent  the  u.se." — A  t/u'naum. 

FINGER-RING  LORE:  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal. 

Earliest  Notices;  Superstitions;  Ring  Investiture,  Secular  and  Ecclesiastical; 
Betrothal  and  Wedding  Rings;  Ring-tukens;  Mtmoiial  and  Mortuary  Rings:  Posv- 
Rings;  Customs  and  Incidents  in  Connection  with  Kin^s;  Remarkable  Kings,&c.&c 
by  \ViLi,i.-\M  JoNK.s,  F.S.A  With  Hundreds  of  llUistrations  of  C  irioiis  Rings 
of  all  Ages  and  Countries.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.f.  td.  \_I>t  the  frcss. 
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ELL  AND  GANDY'S  POMPEIANA ;  or,  The  Topo- 
graphy, Edifices,  and  Ornaments  of  Pompeii.  With  upwards  of  lOo  Line 
Kngravings  by  Goodall,  Cooke,  Heath,  Pye,  &c.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  i8f . 

GEMS  OF  ART  :  A  Collection  of  36  Engravings,  after  Paintings  by 

Rembrandt,   Cuvp,   Reynolds,   Poussin,     Murillo,   Teniers,    Correggio, 

Gainsborough,  Northcote,  &c.,  executed  in  Mezzotint  by  Turner,  Bromley, 

&c.     Folio,  in  Portfolio,  £1  i\s.  dd. 
GILBERT  (W.S.).  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  by  :  "  A  Wicked  World, " 

"Charity,"   "Palace  of  Truth,"     "Pygmalion,"   "Trial  by  Jury,"  &c.      One 

Vol.  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gi. 

"His  workmanship  is  in  its  way  perfect  ;  it  is  very  sound,  very  even,  very  well 
sustained,  and  excellently  balanced  throughout." — Observer. 

"  A  book  which  not  only  the  modern  playgoer,  but  those  who  do  not  frequent  the 
theatre,  can  read  with  equal  pleasure." — Ent. 

"  Mr.  Gilbert  has  done  wed  and  wisely  to  publish  in  a  collected  form  some  of  his 
best  plays.  The  Palace  0/  Truth  and  Pygmalion  may  be  read  and  enjoyed  as 
poems  by  persons  who  have  never  entered  the  walls  of  a  theatre.'' — Standard. 

GILLRAY'S  CARICATURES.  Printed  from  the  Original  Plates, 
all  engraved  by  Himself  between  1779  and  1810;  comprising  the  best  Political  and 
Humorous  Satires  of  the  Reign  of  George  the  Third,  in  upwards  of  600  highly 
spirited  Engravings.  Atlas  fulio,  half-morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  £^  loj. — There 
is  also  a  Volume  of  Suppressed  Plates,  atlas  folio,  half-morocco,  31^.  6d. — 
Also,  a  Volume  of  Letterpress  Descriptions,  comprising  a  very  amusing 
Political  History  of  the  Reign  of  George  the  Third,  by  Thos.  Wright  and 
R.  H.  Evans.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15^.  ;  or  half-morocco,  £1  is. 

GILLRAY,  THE  CARICATURIST  :  The  Story  of  his  Life  and 
Times,  and  Anecdotal  Descriptions  of  his  Engravings.  Edited  by  Thomas 
Wright,  Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  83  full-page  Plates,  and  numerous  Wood 
Engravings.     Demy  4to,  600  pages,  cloth  extra,  31J.  (>d. 

"High  as  the  expectations  excited  by  this  description  [in  the  Introduction]  may 
be,  they  will  not  be  disappointed.  The  most  inquisitive  or  exacting  reader  will 
find  ready  gathered  to  his  hand,  without  the  trouble  of  reference,  almost  every 
scrap  of  narrative,  anecdote,  gossip,  scandal,  or  epigram,  in  poetry  or  prose,  that  he 
can  possibly  require  for  the  elucidation  of  the  caricatures." — Quarterly  Review. 

GOSSE    (Edmund   W.)— KING   ERIK:    A  Tragedy.       With   a 

Vignette  by  W.  B.  Scot'I'.     Small  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

"  The  author's  book,  On  Viol  and  Piute,  displayed  such  a  remarkable  ear  for 
music,  such  a  singular  poetic  interpretation  of  Howers  and  trees,  and  such-like  chil- 
dren of  Flora,  and,  above  all,  such  a  distinct  and  individual  poetic  savour,  that  it 
would  have  been  a  pity  indeed  had  these  good  gifts  been  wasted  in  any  wrong 
direction.  In  this  case  there  is  happily  no  cause  for  such  pity.  We  have  seldom 
seen  so  marked  an  advance  in  a  second  book  beyond  a  first.  .  .  .  The  faults  of 
King  Erik  are  but  slight  matters  ;  its  merits  are  solid,  and  of  a  very  high  order." — 
Academy. 
GOSSE    (Edmund   W.)— ON    VIOL    AND    FLUTE.       Second 

Edition.      With  a  Vignette  by  W.  IJ,  .Scott.     Small  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  5.?. 

GREENWOOD'S    NEW    NOVEL.  —  DICK    TEMPLE.       By 

James  Gkkenwoou.     Three  Vols,  cruwn  8vo,  31.^.  dd.  [In  the  press. 

GREENWOOD'S  (James)  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS  :  An  Account  of 
the  Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there  ;  including  "  The  Man  and  Dog  Fight,"  with 
much  additional  and  confirmatory  evidence  ;  "With  a  Tally-Man,"  "A  Fallen 
Star,"  "The  Betting  Barber,"  "A  Coal  Marriage,"  &c.  With  Illustrations  in 
tint  by  Alfred  Concanen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7X.  6d. 
"  The  book  is  interesting  reading.  It  shows  that  there  are  many  things  in  Lon- 
don life  not  dreamt  of  by  most  people.  It  is  well  got  up,  and  contains  a  number  of 
striking  illuitrations.'' — Sccisman. 
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GREENWOOD'S  WILDS  OF  LONDON  ;  Descriptive  Sketches, 
from  Personal  Observations  and  Experience  of  Remarkable  Scenes,  People,  and 
Places  in  London.  By  James  Greenwood,  the  "Lambeth  Casual."  With  12 
Tinted  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Con'Canen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  75.  (>d. 
"Mr.  James  Greenwood  presents  himself  once  more  in  the  character  of '  one  whose 
delight  it  is  to  do  his  humble  endeavour  towards  exposing  and  extirpating  social 
abuses  and  those  hole-and-corner  evils  which  afflict  .society.'  " — Saturday  Review. 


GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

price  2S.  per  Volume. 

Book   of   Clerical  Anecdotes : 

The  Humours  and  Eccentricities  of 
"the  Cloth." 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Cariyie  (Thomas)  on  the  Choice 

of  Books.     With  a  Memoir.    [i.y.  6a'.] 

Godwin's    (William)  Lives    of 

the  Necromancers. 

Holmes's     Autocrat     of     the 

Breakfast  Table.      With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  George  Augustus  Sala. 
Holmes's     Professor     at     the 

Breakfast  Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities. 

Both  Series  Complete  in  One  Volume, 
wiih  all  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 

a  Traveller. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 

the  Alhamhra. 

Jesse's   (JBdward)  Scenes   and 

Occupations  of  Country  Life ;  with 
Recollections  of  Natural  History. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Elia.     Both 

.Series  Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays  :  A  Tale 

for  a  Chimney  Corner.anaotherPieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 


Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  .size),  cloth  extra, 
Mallory's  (Sir   Thomas)   Mort 

D'Arthur  :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and   of   the    Knights   of    the  Round 
I'able.     Edited  by  B.  M.  Ranking. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  T. 
M'Crie,  D.D.,  LL.D. 

Pope's      Complete       Poetical 

Works. 

Rochefoucauld's   Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  the  Indian  Cottage.  Edited,  with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's    Early    Poems    and 

Queen   Mab,    with  Essay  by  Leigh 
Hunt. 
Shelley's  Later  Poems :    Laou 

and  Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems, 

the  Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's  Prose  Works,  includ- 
ing a  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi, 
St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

White's    Natural    History    of 

Selborne.     Edited,  with  additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 
"  A  series  of  excellently  printed  and  carefully  annotated  volumes,  handy  in  size, 
and  altogether  attractive." — Bookseller. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  OF  THOUGHT.  An  Encyclopcedia  of 
Quotations  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and  all  Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  and  gilt  edges,  ts.  (>d. 

GRIMM.— GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the 
Brothers  Gri.v.m,  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited,  with  .in  Introduc- 
tion, by  John  Ruskin.  With  22  Illustrations  after  the  inimitable  designs  of 
George  Cruikshank.  Both  Series  Complete.  Square  crown  8vo,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt 
leaves,  ys.  bd. 

"  The  illustrations  of  this  volume  ....  are  of  quite  sterling  and  admirable  art, 
of  a  class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  character  of  the  tales  which  they 
illustrate  ;  and  the  original  etchings,  as  I  have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to  my 
•  Elements  of  Drawing,'  were  unrivalled  in  masterfulness  of  touch  since  Rembrandt 
(in  some  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  even  by  him) To  make  some- 
what enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them  through  a  magnifying  glass,  and 
never  putting  two  lines  where  Cruikshank  has  put  only  one,  would  be  an  exercise  in 
decision  and  severe  drawing  which  would  leave  afterwards  little  to  be  learnt  in 
schools." — Extract  from  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin, 
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GUYOT'S  EARTH  AND  MAN  ;  or,  Physical  Geography  in  its 
Relation  to  the  History  of  Mankind.  With  Additions  by  Professors  Agassiz, 
Pierce,  and  Gray.  With  12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel,  some  Coloured, 
and  a  copious  Index.   A  New  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  45.  W. 


AKE'S  (T.   GOEDONI  NEW  SYMBOLS  :  Poems.     By  the 
Author  of  "  Parables  and  Ta  es."     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

"The  entire   book   breatnes  a   pure  and    ennobling   influence,   shows 
welcome  originality  of  idea  and  illustration,  and  yields  the  highest  proof 
of  imaginatve  faculty  and  mature  power  of  expression."— ^//;^«<r«;«. 

HALL'S  (Mrs.   S.  C.)  SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood,  by  Daniel  Maclise,  Sir  John 
Gilbert,  W.  Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank.    8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7J.  td. 
"The  Irish   sketches   of  this   lady   resemble   Miss   Mitford's   beautiful   English 

Sketches  in  '  Our  Village,'  but  they  are  far  more  vigorous  and  picturesque  and 

bright." — Blackwood' s  Magazine. 

HARRIS'S  AURELIAN  :  A  Natural  History  of  English  Moths  and 
Butterflies,  and  the  Plants  on  which  they  feed.  A  New  Edition.  Edited,  with 
Additions,  by  J.  O.  Westwood.  With  about  400  exquisitely  Coloured  Figures  of 
Moths,  Butterflies,  Caterpillars,  &c.,  and  the  Plants  on  which  they  feed.  Small 
folio,  half-morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  /3  13^.  dd. 

HAWKER    (MEMORIALS  OF   THE  LATE    REV.  ROBERT 

STEPHEN),  sometime  Vicar  of  Morwenstow,  in  the  Diocese  of  Exeter.  Col- 
lected, arranged,  and  edited  by  the  Rev.  Frederick  George  Lee,  D.C.L., 
Vicar  of  All  Saints',  Lambeth.  With  Photographic  Portrait,  Pedigree,  and  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \is. 

HAYDON'S  (B.  R.)   CORRESPONDENCE    &  TABLE-TALK. 
With  a  Memoir  by  his  Son,   Frederic  Wordsworth  Havdo.n.     Comprising  a 
large  number  of  hitherto  Unpublislied  Letters  from  Keats,  Wilkie,  Southby, 
W.rdsworth,    Kirkup,   Leigh    Hunt,    Landsher,    Horace   Smith,    Sir  G. 
Beaumont,  Goethe,  Mrs.  Siddons,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Talfourd,  Jeffrey, 
Miss  Mitford,  Macready,  Mrs.  Hrowmng,  Lockhart,  Hallam,  and  others. 
With    23    Illustrations,    including    Facsimiles   of    many    interestiRg     Sketches, 
Portraits    of    Haydon    by     Keats    and    Wilkie,    and    Havdon's  Portraits  of 
Wilkie,  Keats,  and  Maria  Foote.      Two  Vols.,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  36.^. 
"As  a  defence  of  the  painter's  character  and   career  the   work  before  us  will  pos- 
sibly meet  with  as  much  criticism  as  approval  ;    but   there  can,  we  think,  be  no 
question  of  its  interest  in   a  purely  biographical  sense,  or  of  its  literary  merit.     The 
letters  and  table-talk  form  in  themselves  a  most  valuable  contribution  to  the  social 
and  artistic  history  of    the  lime,   and  would  be   very  welcome  even  without  the 
memoir  which  precedes  them." — Pall  Mall  Gazetle. 

"  'I  he  volumes  are  among  the  most  interesting  produced  or  likely  to  be  produced 
by  the  present  season,"— Exam itu-r, 

"  One  of  the  most  moving  histories  that  has  been  published  in  modern  days.  .  . 
Haydon's  case  has  never  before  heen  lairly  laid  before  the  public  ;  the  man  has 
never  been  shown  as  he  was  in  truth,  through  the  medium  of  his  correspondence,  his 
diaries,  sayings  and  actions.  .  .  .  Charming  correspondence,  and  still  more 
charming  table-talk." — Moin/tig  Post. 

"  Here  we  have  a  full-length  portrait  of  a  most  remarkable  man.  .  .  .  His 
son  has  cone  the  work  well — is  cleaV  and  discriminating  on  the  whole,  and  writes 
with  ease  and  vigour.  Over  and  above  the  interest  that  must  be  felt  in  Ha>  don 
himself,  the  letters  afford  us  the  opportunity  of  studying  closely  many  of  the  greatest 
men  and  women  of  the  time.  .  .  .  We  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  these  letters 
and  table-talk  forma  most  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  art  and  literature 
in  the  past  generation.  The  eilitor  has  .selecled  and  arranged  them  with  uncommon 
judgment,  adding  many  notes  that  contain  ana  and  anecdotes.  Every  page  has 
thus  its  point  of  interest.  The  book  will  no  doubt  have  a  wide  audience,  as  it  well 
deserves. ' ' — Nonconformist. 
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HISTORICAL  PORTRAITS  ;  Upwards  of  430  Engravings  of  Rare 
Prints.  Comprising  the  Collections  of  Kodd,  Richardson,  Caulfield,  &c. 
With  Descriptive  Text  to  every  Plate,  giving  a  brief  outline  of  the  most  import.int 
Historical  and  Biographical  Facts  and  Dates  connected  with  each  Portrait,  and 
references  to  original  Authorities.  In  Three  Vols.,  royal  4to,  half-morocco,  lull 
gilt  back  and  edges,  price  I,^  -js. 

THE  ORIGINAL  HOGARTH. 

HOCJARTH'S  WORKS.    Engraved  by  Himself.    153  fine  Plaies, 

with  elaborate  Letterpress  Descriptions  by  John  N1CH01.S.  Atlas  folio,  half- 
morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  £^  10s. 

"  I  was  pleased  with  the  reply  of  a  gentleman  who,  being  asked  which  book  he 
esteemed  most  in  his  library,  answered  '  Shakespeare  '  ;  being  asked  which  he  es- 
teemed next  best,  answered  '  Hogarth.'" — Charles  Lamb. 

HOLBEIN'S   PORTRAITS    OF   THE    COURT    OP   HENRY 

THE  EIGHTH.  A  Series  of  84  exquisitely  beautiful  Tinted  Plates,  engraved 
by  BART0L02ZI,  Cooper,  and  others,  and  printed  on  Tinted  Paper,  in  imitation 
of  the  Original  Drawings  in  the  Royal  Collection  at  Windsor.  With  Historical 
Letterpress  by  Edmund  Lodge,  Norroy  King  of  Arms.  Imperial  4to,  half- 
morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  £$  15J.  6d. 

"A  very  charming,  costly,  and  captivating  performance."— Djbdin. 

HOLBEIN'S  PORTRAITS  OF  THE  COURT  OF  HENRY  VIIL 
Chamberlaine's  Imitations  of  the  Original  Drawings,  mostly  engraved  by 
Bartolozzi.  London  :  printed  by  W.  Bilmer  &  Co.,  Shakespeare  Printing 
Office,  1792.  92  splendid  Portraits  (including  8  additional  Plates),  elaborately 
tinted  in  Colours,  with  Descriptive  and  Biographical  Notes,  by  Edmund  Lodge, 
Norroy  King  of  Arms.    Atlas  folio,  half-morocco,  gilt  edges,  £10. 

*,*  The  graceful  and  deiicaie  colourings  preserves  all  the  effect  of  the  original 
highly-finiihcd  drawings,  and  at  the  same  time  communicates  an  enchanting 
■animation  to  the  features.  Not  more  than  ten  of  the  subjects  are  included  tn 
"  Lodge's  Portraits,"  and  still  fewer  are  to  be  found  in  any  other  collection. 

HOOD'S  (Thomas)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Including  the  Crkam  of  the  Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait, 
and  over  Two  Hundred  original  Illustrations    Crown  8vo,  cloth  e.\tra,  gilt,  -js.  (>d. 

"  Not  only  does  the  volume  include  the  better-known  poems  by  the  author,  but 
also  what  is  happily  described  as  '  the  cream  of  the  Comic  Annuals.'  .Such  delicious 
things  as  '  Don  t  you  smell  Fire?'  'The  Pari--,h  Revolution,'  and  '  Huggiiis  and 
Duggins,'  will  never  want  readers." — Graphic. 

"The  voliime,w4iich  contains  nearly  800  pages,  is  liberally  illustrated  with  facsimile 
cuts  of  Hood's  own  grotesque  sketches,  many  of  them  pictorial  puns,  which  always 
possess  a  freshness,  and  never  fail  to  raise  a  genuine  laugh.  We  have  here  some  of 
Hood's  tarlier  aitenipts,  and  his  share  of  the  '  Odes  and  .Addresses  to  Great  People.' 
Then  we  have  the  two  series  of  '  Whims  and  Oddities,'  which  ought  to  be  prescribed 
{or  nervous  and  hypochondriacal  people  :  for  surely  more  mirth  was  never  packed  into 
the  same  compass  before,  more  of  the  rollicking  abandonment  of  a  rich,  joyous 
humour,  or  more  of  the  true  geniality  of  nature  which  makes  fun  so  deliahtlul  and 
leaves  no  after-taste  of  unkindness  in  the  luouih  'The  Plea  of  the  Mid.^UTnmer 
Fairies' will  be  found  here  in  unabridged  form,  together  with  'Hero  and  Leandcr,' 
a  number  of  '  Minor  Poems,'  among  which  we  meet  with  some  ver>'  pretty  farcies^ 
the  well-known  'Retrospective  Review,'  and  "I  Remember,  I  Renitniber' — 
Hood's  contributions  to  the  (7i-/«,  including  'The  Dream  of  Eugene  Aram,'  "The 
Cream  of  the  Comic  Annuals' — in  itself  a  fund  of  merriment  large  enough  to  dispel 
the  gloom  of  many  a  winter's  evening — and  the  'National  Tales.'  This  is  a  lair 
representative  selection  of  Hood's  work-.,  many  of  which  have  been  hiherto 
inaccessible  except  at  high  prices.  Most  01  the  best  known  of  his  comic  effusio  is — 
those  punning  ballads  in  which  he  has  never  been  approached — are  to  he  t<  unl  in 
the  liberal  collection  Messrs.  Chatto  &  Windus  have  given  to  the  public." — Bir- 
mingham Daily  Mail. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


HOOD'S  (Tom)  HUMOROUS  WORKS.  Edited,  with  a  Memoir, 
by  his  Sister,  Frances  Freeung  Broderip.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Humerons  Illustrations,  6^.  [/«  the  press. 

HOOD'S  (Tom)  FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH 
POLE  :  A  Noah's  Arkseological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  lUustm- 
tions  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square  crown  8vo,  in  a  handsome  and 
specially-designed  binding,  gilt  edges,  ds. 

"  Poor  Tom  Hood  !  It  is  very  sad  to  turn  over  the  droll  pages  of '  From  Nowhere 
to  the  North  Pole,'  and  to  think  that  he  will  never  make  the  young  people,  for 
whom,  like  his  famous  father,  he  ever  had  such  a  kind,  sympathetic  heart,  laugh  or 
cry  any  more.  This  is  a  birthday  story,  and  no  part  of  it  is  better  than  the  first 
chapter,  concerning  birthdays  in  general,  and  Frank's  birthday  in  particular.  The 
amusing  letterpress  is  profusely  interspersed  with  the  jingling  rhymes  which  children 
love  and  learn  so  easily.  Messrs.  Brunton  and  Barnes  do  full  justice  to  the  writer's 
meaning,  and  a  pleasanter  result  of  the  harmonious  co-operation  of  author  and  artist 
could  not  be  desired." — Times. 

HONE'S  SCRAP-BOOKS  :  The  Miscellaneous  Collections  of 
William  Hone,  Author  of  "The  Table-Book,"  "  Every-Day  Book,"  and  "Year- 
Book  " :  being  a  Supplement  to  those  works.  With  Notes,  Portraits,  and  nume- 
rous Illustrations  of  curious  and  eccentric  objects.     Crown  8vo.      \_I ji preparation, 

"  He  has  deserved  well  of  the  naturalist,  the  antiquarian,  and  the  poet." 

HOOK'S     (THEODORE)     CHOICE      HUMOROUS  WORKS, 

including  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  a  new 
Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illust.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  e.xtra,  gilt, 
7s.  6d. 

"  His  name  will  be  preserved.  His  political  songs  and  7V«.r  rf'«/r/if,  when  the 
hour  comes  for  collecting  them,  will  form  a  volume  of  sterling  and  lasting  attrac- 
tion ;  and  after  many  clever  romances  of  this  age  shall  have  sufficiently  occupied 
public  attention,  and  sunk,  like  hundreds  of  former  generations,  into  utter  oblivion. 
there  are  tales  in  his  collection  which  will  be  read  with  even  a  greater  interest 
than  they  commanded  in  their  novelty."— J.  G.  Lockhart. 

HOPE'S  COSTUME  OP  THE  ANCIENTS.  Illustrated  in 
upwards  of  320  Outline  Engravings,  containing  Representations  of  Egj'ptian, 
Greek,  and  Roman  Habits  and  Dresses.  A  New  Edition.  Two  Vols.,  royal  8yo, 
with  Coloured  Frontispieces,  cloth  extra,  £2  ss. 

"The  substance  of  many  expensive  works,  containing  all  that  may  be  necessary 
to  give  to  artists,  and  even  to  dramatic  performers  and  to  others  engaged  in  classical 
representations,  an  idea  of  ancient  costumes  sufficiently  ample  to  prevent  their 
offending  in  their  performances  by  gross  and  obvious  blunders." 

HORNE.— ORION.     An  Epic  Poem,  in  Three  Books.     By  Richard 
Hengist  Horne.     With  Photographic  Portrait.    Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  -js. 
"  Orion  will  be  admitted,  by  every  man  of  genius,  to  be  one  of  the  noblest,  if  noS 

the  very  noblest  poetical  work  of  the  age.      Its  defects  are  trivial  and  conventional, 

its  beauties  intrinsic  and  supreme." — Edgar  Allan  Poe. 


TALIAN  MASTERS  (DRAWINGS  BY  THE)  :  Autotype 
Facsimiles  of  Original  Drawinfrs.  With  Critical  and  Descriptive  Notes 
by  J.  CoMYNS  Carr.     Atlas  folio,  half-morocco,  gilt.       \^I n preparation. 
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ARDINE'S  (Sir  Wm.)  NATURALIST'S  LIBRARY.     42 

vols.  fcap.  8vo,  Hlustrated  by  over  1200  Coloured   Plates,  with  rmmeroiis 
Portraits  and   Memoirs  of  eminent   Naturalists,  half  (imitation)  calf,  full 
gilt,  top  edges  gilt,  £g  gs.  ;  or,  separately,   red  cloth  extra,  4^.  6d.  per 
Vol.,  as  follows : — 
Vols.  I  to  4.  British  Birds;  5.  Sun   Birds;    6  and  7.  Humming  Birds;   8.  Game 

Birds;    9.  Pigeons;    10.    Parrots:    11   and    12.    Birds   of   West   Africa;    13.     Fly 

Catchers  ;  14.  Pheasants,    Peacock.s,    &c.  ;    15.  Animals — Introduction  ;    16.  Lions 

and  Tigers ;  17.  British  Quadrupeds;  18  and  19.  Dogs:    20.  Horses;    21  and  22. 

Ruminating  Animals  ;    23.  Elephants,  &c.  ;    24.  Marsupialia ;    25.  Seals,  &c.  ;  26. 

Whales,   &c.  ;    27.    Monkeys;    28.  Insects — Introduction;    29.  British    Butterflies; 

30.  British  Moths,  &c.;    31.  Foreign  Butterflies;  32.   Foreign  Moths;  33.  Beetles; 

34.    Bees;    35.    Fishes — Introduction,   and    Foreign    Fishes;     36  and   37.    British 

Fishes  ;  38.  Perch,  &c.  ;  39  and  40.  Fishes  of  Guiana  ;  41.  Smith's  Natural  History 

of  Man  :  42.  Gould's  Humming  Birds. 

"  The  book  is  perhaps  the  most  interesting,  the  most  beautiful,  and  the  cheapest 

series  ever  offered  to  the  public." — AiheticEiaii. 

JENNINGS'  (Hargrave)  THE  ROSICRUCIANS  :  Their 
Rites  and  Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire  and  Serpent  Wor- 
shipers, and  Explanations  of  Mystic  Symbols  in  Monuments  and  Talismans 
of  Primeval  Philosophers.     Crown  8vo,  with  300  Illustrations,  10s.  6d. 

JOSEPHUS    (The  Works  of).       Translated    by   Whiston.     Con- 
taining both  the  "Antiquities  of  the  Jews,"  and  the  "Wars  of  the  Jews."      Two 
Vols.  8vo.  with  52  Illustrations  and  M.ips,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14.?. 
"This  admirable  translation  far  exceeds  all  preceding  ones,  and  has  never  been 

equalled  by  any  subsequent  attempt  of  the  kind."— Lownde.s. 


AVANAGH.— THE    SILVER    FISH,    and  other   Fairy 

Stories.     By  Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh.    With  Thirty  Illustrations 
by  J.  MovR  Smith.     Small  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  6s.  [Jn  the  press. 

KING-SLEY'S    (Henry)     FIRESIDE    STUDIES.        Two  Vols. 

crown  8vo,  i\s. 

*,'  The  titles  0/  the  Essays  contained  in  these  volumes  are  as /allows  : — The 
Fathers  of  the  Si-ectator — Two  Old  Sussex  Worthies — An  Old-fashioned 
Member — The  Master  of  the  "Mermaid" — The  Father  of  Irregular 
Drama — Fletcher  and  Beaumont — Sir  Philip  Sidney. 

KINGSLEY'S     (Henry)     NEW    NOVEL.  —  THE    GRANGE 
GARDEN.     Three  Vols,  crown  8vo,  31^.  6d.  [Nearly  ready. 

AMB'S    (Charles)    COMPLETE    WORKS,    in    Prose  and 

Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions,  with  many  pieces  now  first 
incLided  in  any  Edition,  and  Notes  and  Introduction  by  R.  H.  .Shepherd. 
With  Two  Portraits  and  facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  -js.  6d. 

"The  genius  of  Mr.  Lamb,  as  developed  in  his  various  writings,  takes  rank  with 
the  most  original  of  the  age.  As  a  critic  he  HSinAs,  Jacile princefis  in  the  subject  he 
handled  Search  English  literature  through,  from  its  first  beginnings  until  now,  and 
you  will  find  none  like  him.  There  is  not  a  criticism  he  ever  wrote  that  does  not 
directly  tell  you  a  number  of  things  you  had  no  previous  notion  of  In  criticism  he 
was  indeed,  in  all  senses  of  the  word,  a  discoverer — like  Vasco  Nunez  or  Magellan.  In 
that  very  domain  of  literature  with  which  you  fancied  yourself  most  variously  and 
closely  acquainted,  he  would  show  you  '  fresh  fields  and  pastures  new, 'and  these  ihe 
most  fruitful  and  delightful.  For  the  riches  he  discovered  were  richer  that  they  had 
lain  so  deep — the  more  valuable  were  they,  when  found,  that  they  had  eluded  the 
search  of  ordinary  men.  As  an  essayist,  Charles  Lamb  will  be  remembered  in  years 
to  come  with  Rabelais  and  Montaigne,  with  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  with  Steele  and 
with  Addison.  He  unites  many  of  the  finest  characteristics  of  these  several  writers. 
He  has  wisdom  and  wit  of  the  highest  order,  exquisite  humour,  a  genuine  and  cordial 
vein  of  pleasantry,  and  the  most  heart-touching  pathos.  In  the  largest  acceptation 
of  the  word,  he  is  a  humanist." — John  Forster. 


! 
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LAMB  (Mary  and  Charles)  :  THEIR  POEMS,  LETTERS,  and 

REMAINS.  With  Reminiscences  and  Notes  by  W.  Carhw  Hazlitt.  With 
Hancock's  Portrait  of  ihe  Essayist,  Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First 
Editions  of  Lamb's  and  (Coleridge's  Works,  and  numerous  Illustrations.  Oown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  loj.  td. 

"  Must  be  consulted  by  all  future  biographers  of  the  Lambs." — Daily  Newt. 
"  Very   many  passages  will    delight  those  fond  of   literary  trifles  ;    hardly  any 
portion  will  fail  in  interest  for  lovers  of  Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister." — Standard. 

LANDSEER'S  (Sir  Edwin)  ETCHINGS  OF  CARNIVOROUS 

ANIMALS.  Comprising  38  subjects,  chiefly  Early  Works,  etched  by  his  Brother 
Thomas  or  his  Father,  with  Letterpress  Descriptions.  Royal  410,  cloth  extra, 
151. 

LAMONT.— YACHTING  IN  THE  ARCTIC  SEAS  ;  or,  Notes 
of  Five  Voyages  of  Sport  and  Discovery  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Spitzbergen 
and  Novaya  Zemlya.  By  James  Lamont,  F.G.S.,  F.R.G.S.  Author  of  "Seasons 
with  the  Sea-Horses."  Edited,  with  numerous  full-page  Illustrations,  by 
William  Livesay,  M.D.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Maps  and  numerous 
Illustrations,  i8j. 

"Alter  wading  through  numberless  volumes  of  icy  fiction,  concocted  narratire, 
and  ^purious  biography  of  Arctic  voyagers,  it  is  pleasant  to  meet  with  a  real  and 

genuine  volume He  shows  much  tact  in  recounting  his  adven  uies,  and 

ihcy  are  so  mterspersed  with  anecdotes  and  information  as  to  make  them  anything 

but  wearisome The  book,  as  a  whole,  is  the  most  important  addition  made 

to  our  Arctic  literature  for  a  long  time." — Alhenautn. 
"  Full  of  entertainment  and  information." — Nature. 

"  Mr.  Lamont  has  taken  a  share  distinctively  his  own  in  the  work  of  Arctic  dis- 
covery, and  the  value  of  his  labours  as  an  '  amateur  explorer  '  is  to  be  attributed  t« 
ttie  systematic  manner  in  which  he  pursued  his  investigations,  no  less  than  to  h'ls 
scientific  qualifications  for  the  task  .  .  .  The  handsome  volume  is  full  of  valuable 
and  interesting  information  to  the  sportsfran  and  naturalist — it  would  be  dillicuU  t* 
say  which  of  the  two  will  enjoy  it  most."— Scotsman. 

LEE  (General  Robert)  :  HIS  LIFE  AND  CAMPAIGNS,     By 

his  Nephew,  Edward  Lek  Chiloe.  With  Steel-plate  Portrait  by  Jeens,  and 
a  Map.     Post  8vo,  9^. 

"A  valuable  and  well-written  contribution  to  the  history  of  the  Civil  War  in  the 
United  States." — Saturday  Reinew. 

"  Asa  clear  and  comp;ndious  survey  of  a  life  of  the  true  heroic  type,  Mr.Childe's 
volume  may  well  be  commended  to  the  English  reader." — Graphic. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON;  or,  The  Day  and  Night  Scenes  of  Jerry 
H.iwtliorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruikshank's  very  Droii 
Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after  the  Originals.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt, 
^s.  td. 

LINTON'S  (Mrs.  E.  Lynn)  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON,  Christian 
and  Communist.  Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface.  Small  crcw.i  Svo,  doth 
extra,  ^s.  td. 

"  In  a  short  and  vigorous  preface,  Mrs.  Linton  defends  her  notion  of  the  logical 
outcome  of  Christianity  as  emljodied  in  this  attempt  to  conceive  how  Christ  wouUl 
have  acted,  with  whom  He  would  have  fraternised,  and  who  would  have  declined  10 
receive  Him,  had  He  appeared  in  the  present  generation." — Examiner. 

LOST   BEAUTIES    OF   THE   ENGLISH   LANGUAGE.     An 

Appeal  to  Authors,  Poets,  Clergymen,  and  Public  Speakers.  By  Charlbs 
Mackav,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 
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LONDON.— WILKINSON'S    LONDINA    ILLUSTRATA;    or, 

Graphic  and  Historical  Illustrations  of  the  most  Interesting  and  Curious  Archi- 
tectural Monuments  of  the  City  and  Suburbs  of  London  and  Westminster  (now 
mostly  destroyed).  Two  Vols,  imperial  4to,  containing  207  Copperplate  En- 
gravings, with  historical  and  descriptive  Letterpress,  half-bound  morocco,  top 
edges  gilt,  £s  S'- 

*,*  An  enumeration  of  a  few  of  the  Plates  luill  give  some  idea  of  the  scope  of 
the  Work: — St.  Bartholomew's  Church,  Cloisters,  and  Priory,  in  1393  ;  St.  Michael's, 
Cornhill,  in  1421  ;  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  and  Cross,  in  1616  and  1656;  St.  John's  of 
Jerusalem,  Clerkenwell,  1660;  Hunyan's  Meeting  House,  in  1687;  Guildhall,  in 
1517  ;  Cheapside  and  its  Cross,  in  1547.  1585.  and  1641  :  Cornhill,  in  1599  ;  Merchant 
Taylors'  Hall,  in  1599;  Shakespeare's  Globe  'I'heatre,  in  1612  and  1647;  Alleyne's 
Bear  Garden,  in  1614  and  1647  ;  Drury  Lane,  in  1792  and  1814  ;  Covent  Garden,  in 
1732,  1794,  and  1809  ;  Whitehall,  in  1638  and  1697  ;  York  House,  with  Inigo  Jones's 
Water  Gate,  circa  1626  ;  Somerset  House,  previous  to  its  alteration  by  Inigo  Jones, 
circa  1600:  St  James's  Palace,  1660;  Montagu  House  (now  the  British  Museum) 
before  1685,  and  in  1804. 

LONGFELLOW'S  PROPE  WORKS,  Complete.  Including 
"Outre  Mer,"  "  Hyperion,"  ''  Kavanagh,"  "The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe," 
and  "Driltwood."  With  Portr.iit  :<nd  Illustrations  by  Valentine  Bkomlkv. 
800  pages,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7^.  bd. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL   WORKS.     With  numerous  fine 

Illustrations.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  -js.  6d. 

"  Lonafclliiw,  in  the  'Golden  Legend,'  has  entered  more  closely  into  the  temper 
of  the  Monk,  for  good  and  for  evil,  than  ever  yet  theological  writer  or  historian, 
though  they  may  have  given  their  lile's  labour  to  the  analysis." — Ruskin. 

"  We  shall  only  say  that  he  is  the  most  popniar  of  American  poets,  and  that  this 
popularity  may  safely  be  assumed  to  conrain  in  itself  the  elements  of  permanence, 
since  it  has  been  fairly  earned,  without  any  of  that  subservience  to  the  baser  tastes 
of  the  public  which  characterises  the  quack  of  letters.  His  are  laurels  honourably 
gained  and  gently  worn.  Without  comparing  him  with  others,  it  is  enough  if  we 
declare  our  conviction  thrit  he  has  composed  poems  which  will  live  as  long  as  the 
language  in  which  they  are  written." — James  Russell  Lowell. 


A.CLISE'S  GALLERY  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITERARY 

CHARACTERS.  (The  famoi;s  Fkasf.k  Poktrait.s.)  With  Notes  by 
the  late  William  Maginn,  LL.D.  Edited,  with  copious  Additional 
Notes,   by  William   Bates,    B.A.      The  volume  contains  83  Charac. 

TERisTic  Portraits,  now  first  issued  in  a  complete  form.     Demy  410,  cloth  gilt 

and  gilt  edges,  31.^  6d. 

"One  of  the  most  interesting  volumes  of  this  year's  literature." — Titties. 

"Deserves  a  place  on  every  drawing-room  table,  and  may  not  unfitly  be  removed 
from  the  drawing-room  to  the  library." — Spectator. 

MADRE    NATURA  versus  THE    MOLOCH    OF    FASHION. 

By   Luke   Limner.     With  32   Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Fourth  Edition, 

revised  and  enlarged.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  e.xtra  gilt,  is.  6d. 

"  Agreeably  written  and  amusingly  illustrated.  Common  sense  and  erudition  are 
brought  to  bear  on  the  subjects  discussed  in  it." — Lancet. 

MAGNA  CHARTA.  An  exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  Docu- 
ment in  the  British  Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by 
2  feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals  of  the  Barons  emblazoned  in  Gold  and 
Colours.     Price  si.     A  full  Translation,  with  Notes,  on  a  large  sheet,  612'. 

MARK  TWAIN'S  CHOICE  WORKS.  Revi.sed  and  Corrected 
throughout  by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
700  pages,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ts.  (ni. 

MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP  on  the  CONTINENT 
of  EUROPE.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
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MARSTON'S    (Dr.  Westland)    DRAMATIC   and    POETICAL 

WORKS.     Collected  Library  Edition,  in  Two  Vols.  crowH  8vo,  iZs. 

"  '  The  Patrician's  Daughter  '  is  an  oasis  in  the  desert  of  modern  dramatic  litera- 
ture, a  real  emanation  of  mind.  We  do  not  recollect  any  modern  work  in  which 
states  of  thought  are  so  freely  developed,  except  the  '  Torquato  Tasso  '  of  Goethe. 
The  play  is  a  work  of  art  in  the  same  sense  that  a  play  of  Sophocles  is  a  work  of  art ; 
it  is  one  simple  idea  in  a  state  of  gradual  development." — Times. 

MARSTON'S  (Philip  Bourke)  SONG   TIDE,  and  other  Poems. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8i. 

"  This  is  a  first  work  of  extraordinary  performance  and  of  still  more  extraordinary 
promise.  The  youngest  school  of  English  poetry  has  received  an  important  acces- 
sion to  its  ranks  in  Philip  Bourke  Marston." — Examiner. 

MARSTON'S  (P.  B.)  ALL  IN  ALL  :  Poems  and  Sonnets.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  Zs. 

"  Many  of  these  poems  are  leavened  with  the  leaven  of  genuine  poetical  sentiment, 
and  expressed  with  grace  and  beauty  of  language.  A  tender  melancholy,  as  well  as 
a  penetrating  pathos,  gives  character  to  much  of  their  sentiment,  and  lends  it  an 
irresistible  interest  to  all  who  can  feel." — Standard. 

MEYRICK'S  PAINTED  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  ANCIENT 
ARMS  AND  ARMOUR  :  A  Critical  Inquiry  into  Ancient  Armour  as  it  existed 
in  Europe,  but  particularly  in  England,  from  the  Norman  Conquest  to  the  Reign  of 
Charles  II.  ;  with  a  Glossary,  by  Sir  S.  R.  Mevkick.  New  and  greatly  improved 
Edition,  corrected  throughout  by  the  Author,  with  the  assistance  of  Albert  Way 
and  other.s.  Illustrated  by  more  than  loo  Plates,  splendidly  Illuminated  in  gold 
and  silver  ;  also  an  additional  Plate  of  the  Tournament  of  Locks  and  Keys.  Three 
Vols,  imperial  4to,  half-morocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  ;{[io  \os. 

"  While  the  splendour  of  the  decorations  of  this  work  is  well  calculated  to  excite 
curiosity,  the  novel  character  of  its  contents,  the  very  curious  extracts  from  the  rare 
MSS.  in  which  it  abounds,  and  the  pleasing  manner  in  which  the  author's  anti- 
quarian researches  are  prosecuted,  will  tempt  many  who  take  up  the  book  in  idleness, 
to  peruse  it  with  care.  No  previous  work  can  be  compared,  in  point  of  extent, 
arrangement,  science,  or  utility,  with  the  one  now  in  question,  ist.  It  for  the  first 
time  supplies,  to  our  schools  of  art,  correct  and  ascertained  data  for  costume,  in  its 
noblest  and  most  important  branch — historical  painting.  2nd.  It  affords  a  simple, 
clear,  and  most  conclusive  elucidation  of  a  great  number  of  passages  in  our  great 
dramatic  poets — ay,  and  in  the  works  of  those  of  Greece  and  Rome—against  which 
commentators  and  scholiasts  have  been  trying  their  wits  for  centuries.  3rd.  It 
throws  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  manners,  usages,  and  sports  of  our  ancestors,  from 
the  time  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  down  to  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second.  And  lastly, 
it  at  once  removes  a  vast  number  of  idle  traditions  and  ingenious  fables,  which  one 
compiler  of  history,  copying  from  another,  has  succeeded  in  transmitting  through 
the  lapse  of  four  or  five  hundred  years. 

MEYRICK'S  ENGRAVED  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  ANCIENT 

ARMS  AND  ARMOUR.  154  highly  finished  Etchings  of  the  Collection  at 
Goodrich  Court,  Herefordshire,  engraved  by  Joseph  Skelton,  with  Historical 
and  Critical  Di.squisitions  by  Sir  S.  R.  Mevrick.  Two  Vols,  imperial  4to,  with 
Portrait,  half-iiiorocco  extra,  gilt  edges,  £^  14J.  6d. 

"We  should  imagine  that  the  posse.ssors  of  Dr.  Meyrick's  former  great  work 
would  eagerly  add  Mr.  .Skelton's  as  a  suitable  illustration.  In  the  first  they  have 
the  history  of  Arms  and  Armour;  in  the  second  work,  beautiful  engravings  of  all 
the  details,  made  out  with  sufficient  minuteness  to  Serve  hereafter  as  patterns  for 
artists  or  workmen." — Gentleman  s  Ulagazine. 

MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR :  Vers  de  Societe  of  the  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury.  Including  Selections  from  Tennyson,  Browning,  Swinburne,  Rossetti, 
Jean  Ingklow,  Lockek,  Ingoldsby,  Hood,  Lytton,  C.S C,  Landor,  Austim 
DoBSON,  Henry  Leigh,  &c.  &c.  Edited  by  H.  Cholmondeley-Pennku,. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  7^ .  6d. 
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LD  DRAMATISTS.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette 
Portraits,  price  6s.  per  vol. 

Vol,  III.  the  Translations  of  the  Iliad 
and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.    One  Vol. 


Ben  Jonson's  Works. 

With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explana- 
tory, and  a  Biographical  i\Iemoir  by 
William  Giffoku.  Edited  by  Lieut. 
Col.  F.  Cl'N.ningham.     Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  (George)  Complete 

Works.  Now  first  Collected.  'J'liree 
Vols.  Vol  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete,  including  the  doubtful  ones  ; 
Vol.  II.  the  Poems  and  Minor  Trans- 
l.ations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay  by 
Algernon    Charles    Swinburne; 


Massinger's  Plays.      From  the 

Te.\t  of  Willia.m  Gifford.  With 
the  addition  of  the  Tragedy  of  "  Be- 
lieve as  You  List."  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.     One  Vol. 


O'SHAUGHNESSY'S    (Arthur)    AN  EPIC    OF  WOMEN,  and 

other  Poems.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j'. 

O'SHAUGHNESSY'S  LAYS    OF   FRANCE.     (Founded  on  the 
"  Lays  of  Marie.")     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  icf.  6d. 

O'SHAUGHNESSY'S    MUSIC    AND   MOONLIGHT :     Poems 
and  Songs.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6.i{. 

"  It  is  difficult  to  say  which  is  more  exquisite,  the  technical  perfection  of  structure 
and  melody,  or  the  delicate  pathos  of  thought.  Mr.  O'Shaughneasy  will  enrich  our 
literature  with  some  of  the  very  best  songs  written  in  our  generation." — Acadetiiy. 


LUTARCH'S  LIVES,  Complete.  Translated  by  the  Lang- 
hornes.  New  Edition,  with  Medallion  Portraits.  In  Two  Vols.  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  loi.  td. 

"When  I  write,  I  care  not  to  have  books  about  me  ;  but  I  can  hardly  be  without 
a  '  Plutarch.'  " — Montaigne. 

POE'S  (Edgar  Allan)  CHOICE  PROSE  AND  POETICAL 
WORKS.  With  Baudelaire's  "Essay."  750  pages,  crown  Svo,  Portrait  and 
Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  7^^.  dd. 

"  Poe's  great  power  lay  in  writing  tales,  which  rank  in  a  class  by  themselves,  and 
have  their  characteristics  strongly  defined." — Frascrs  Magazine. 

' '  Poe  stands  as  much  alone  among  verse-writers  as  Salvator  Rosa  among  painters." 
— Spectator. 

PROUT,  FATHER.— THE  FINAL  RELIQUES  OF  FATHER 

PROUT.     Collected  and  edited,  from  MSS.  supplied  by  the  family  of    the   Rev. 

Francis    Mahonv,    by    Blanchard    Jerrold.     C^rown   Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 

Portrait  and  Facsimiles,  \is.  6d. 

"  We  heartily  commend  this  handsome  volume  to  all  lovers  of  sound  wit,  genuine 
humour,  and  manly  sense  " — Spectator. 

■'.Sparkles  all  over,  and  is  full  of  interest.  Mahony,  like  Sydney  Smith,  could 
write  on  no  subject  without  being  brilliant  and  witty." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

"A  delightful  collection  of  humour,  scholarship,  and  vigorous  political  writing.  It 
brings  before  us  many  of  the  '  Eraser  '  set—  Maginn,  Dickens,  Jerrold,  and  Thackeray. 
Maginn  described  himself  better  than  any  critic  could  do,  when  he  wrote  of  himself 
as  '  an  Irish  potato  se.isoned  with  Attic  salt.'  " — Jidinbur^h  Daily  Keview. 

"  It  is  well  that  the  present  long-delayed  volume  should  remind  a  younger  genera- 
tion of  his  fame.  .  .  .  The  charming  letters  from  Paris,  Florence,  and  Rome  .  .  . 
are  the  most  perfect  specimens  of  what  a  foreign  correspondence  ought  to  be." — 
Academy. 
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ICCADILLY  NOVELS  (The) :  Popular  Stories  by  the  Best 

Authors.     Crown  8vo,  carefully  printed  on  creamy  paper,  and  tastefully 
bound  in  cloth  lor  the  Library,  price  6^.  each. 

WILKIE  COLLINS. 


THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE. 

Illustrated    by  Sir  J.    Gilbert    and 
Y .  A.  Frasek. 


MAN  AND  WIFE.    Illustrated 

by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.      Illus- 


ANTONINA.    Illustrated  by  Sir   j      trated  by  G.  Du  .Maurier  and  Ed- 

J.  Gii.r.KRT  and  Alfred  Concanen.    1       wakd  Hughes. 
BASIL.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John    \   MISS  OR  MRS.  ?      Illustrated 

Gilbert  and  M.  F.  Mahones-.  I       by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 

THE    DEAD    SECRET.       II-       THE     NEW     MAGDALEN. 

Ir.strated  by  Sir  JoH.v  Gilbert  and     1        Illustrated     by    Du    Maurier    and 

H.  Fl'kniss.  I        C.  S.  R. 

QUEEN  OF   HEA.RTS.       II-      THE  FROZEN  DEEP.     lUus- 

lustrated   by  Sir  J.  Gilbert  and  A.     ,        trated   by  Du   Maurier  and  M.    F. 

Concanen.  Mahoney. 

THE    MOONSTONE.      Illus-      MY  MISCELLANIES.    With 

trated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  F.  A.     i        Steel    Portrait,    and   Illustrations   by 

Fraser.  i       Concanen. 

HIDE    AND     SEEK.       Illus-       THE  LAW  and  THE  LADY. 

trated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and  M.  Illustrated    by  S.    L.  Fildes  and  S. 

F.  Mahc^nev.  i        Hall. 

"  Like  all  the  author's  works,  full  of  a  certain  power  and  ingenuity.  .  .  .1;  It 
is  upon  such  suggestions  of  crime  that  the  fa!-ciiation  of  the  story  depends.  .  .  . 
The  reader  feels  it  his  duty  to  serve  to  the  end  upon  the  inquest  on  which  he  has 
been  called  by  the  author."— 7"i;«/'.r,  in  review  of  "  The  Law  and  the  Lady." 

"  The  greatest  master  the  sensational  novel  has  ever  known." — World. 

E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.     With  Frontispiece  by  Du  Maurier. 

"A  very  clever  and  well-constructed  story,  original  and  striking,  and  interesting 
all  through.     A  novel  abounding  in  thought  and  power  and  interest." — Times. 

"  Displays  genuine  humour,  as  well  as  keen  social  observation.  Enough  graphic 
portraiture  and  witty  observation  to  furnish  materials  for  half-a-dozen  novels  of  the 
ordinary  kind." — Saturday  Review, 

KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 

THE    EVIL    EYE,  AND    OTHER    STORIES.      Illustrated  by 
Till  .MAS  R.  Macquoid  and  Pi  rcv  Macquoid. 

"For  Norman  country  life  what  the  'Johnny  Ludlow'  stories  are  for  English 
rural  delineation,  that  is,  cameos  delicately,  if  not  very  minutely  or  vividly  wrought, 
and  quite  finished  enough  to  give  a  pleasurable  sense  of  artistic  ease  and  faculty. 
A  word  of  commendation  IS  merited  by  the  illustrations." — Acadfiiy. 

HENRY  KINGSLEY. 

NJMBER  SEVENTEEN. 

"  'Juite  sufficient  plot  and  enough  originality  to  form  a  charming  story." — Echo. 

FLORENCE    MARRYAT. 

OPEN  !    SESAME  !     Illustrated  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 

"A  story  which  a'ouses  and  sustains  the  reader's  interest  to  a  higher  degree  than, 
perhaps,  any  of  its  author's  former  works.  ...  A  very  excellent  story." 
Craphic. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued. 

MRS.    OLIPHANT. 

WHITELADIES.  With  Illustrations  by  A.  Hopkins  &  H.  Woods. 

"  Is  really  a  pleasant  and  readable  book,  written  with  practical  ease  and  grace." 
—  Times. 

JAMES  PAYN,  Author  of  "  Lost  Sir  Massingberd." 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS.  I    WALTER'S     WORD.       Illus- 
Illustrated  by  J.   Movk  Smith.  |      trat?d  Ly  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

"  His  novels  are  always  commendable  in  the  sense  of  art.  They  also  possess 
another  distinct  claim  to  our  liking  :  the  girls  in  them  are  remarkably  charming  and 
true  to  nature,  as  most  peoplo,  we  believe,  have  the  good  lortuue  to  observe  nature 
represented  by  girls."--  Spectator. 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.     With  Illustrations. 

"  Mr.  Trollope  has  a  true  artist's  idea  of  tone,  of  colour,  of  hnrmony  ;  his  pictures 
are  one,  anJ  seldom  out  of  drawing  ;  he  never  strains  after  effect,  is  fidelity  itself  in 
expressing  English  life,  is  never  guilty  of  caricature." — Fortitightty  Review. 

T.  A.  TROLLOPE. 

DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND ;  and  other  Stories. 

"The  indefinable  charm  of  Tuscan  and  Venetian  life  breathes  in  his  pages." — 
Times. 

"  Full  of  life,  "of  interest,  of  close  observation,  and  sympathy.  .  .  .  When 
Mr.  Trollope  paints  a  scene,  it  is  sure  to  be  a  scene  worth  pointing." — Saturday 
Review. 

JOHN  SAUNDERS,  Author  of  "Abel  Drake's  Wife." 


BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL. 
GUY  WATERMAN. 


ONE     AGAINST     THE 
WORLD  ;  or,  Reuben's  War. 


Authors  of  "  Gideon's  Rock"  and  "Abel  Drake's  Wife." 
THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH:  An  Historical  Romance. 

"A  carefully  written  and  beautiful  story — a  story  of  gooilness  and  truth,  which  is 
yet  as  interesting  as  though  it  dealt  with  theopposite  qualities.     .  I'he  author  of 

this  really  clever  story  has  been  at  yreat  pains  to  work  out  all  its  details  with  elabo- 
rate conscientiousness,  and  the  result  is  a  very  vivid  picture  of  the  ways  of  life  and 
habits  of  thought  of  a  hundred  and  filty  years  ago.  .  .  .  Certainly  a  very  in- 
teresting book." — Times. 

OUIDA. 

Uniform  Edition,  crown  ^vo,  red  cloth  extra,  $s.  each. 


POLLE  FARINE. 
lUALIA:   A  Romance. 
CHANDOS:  A  Novel. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
TRICOTRIN. 


PASCAREL  :  Only  a  Story. 
PUCK:  Ills  Vicibsuudes,  Adven- 
tures, lie 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
STRATH  MORli;. 


CECIL        CASTLEMAINE'S    1    TWO      LITTLE      WOODEN 

GAGE.  SHOES. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE.  |    SIGNA. 

"  Keen  poetic  insight,  an  intense  love  of  nature,  a  deep  admiration  of  the  beauti- 
ful in  form  and  colour,  are  the  gifts  of  Ouida." — Morning  Post. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


PUGIN'S  ARCHITECTURAL 

Apology    for    the   Revival   of 

Christian  Architecture.  Illustrated  by 
lo  large  Etchings.  Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  5^-. 

Examples  of  Gothic  Archi- 
tecture, selected  from  Ancient  Edi- 
fices in  England.  225  fine  Engrav- 
ings by  Le  Kkux,  with  descriptive 
Letterpress  by  E.  J.  Willson  Three 
Vols.  4to,  half-morocco,  gilt  back, 
£3  i3i.  6d. 

Floriated  Ornaments.  31  Plates 

handsomely  printed  in  Gold  and 
Colours,  with  introductory  Letter- 
press, royal  4to,  half-morocco,  £1  i6s. 


WORKS  :— 
Gothic  Ornaments.     90  Plates, 

by     J.    D.     Harding     and     others. 
Royal  4to,  half-morocco,  £1  i6j. 

Ornamental    Timber    Gables. 

30  Plates.   Royal  4to,  half-mor.,  tSs. 

Specimens  of  Gothic  Architec- 
ture, from  Ancient  Edifices  in  Eng- 
land. 114  Outline  Plates  by  Le  Kkux 
and  others.  With  descriptive  Letter- 
press and  Glossary  by  E.  J.  Willson. 
Two  Vols.,  4to  half-mor.,  £1  i6j. 

True  Principles  of  Pointed  or 

Christian  Architecture.  With  87  Illus- 
trations.    Small  4to,  10^.  6d. 


PURSUIVANT  OP  ARMS  (The)  ;  or.  Heraldry  founded  upon 
Facts.  A  Popular  Guide  to  the  Science  of  Heraldry.  By  J.  R.  Planch^,  Esq., 
Somerset  Herald.  To  which  are  added.  Essays  on  the  Badges  of  the  Houses 
OF  Lancaster  and  York.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece,  five  full-page  Plates, 
and  about  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  js.  6d. 


ABELAIS'  WORKS.  Faithfully  translated  from  the  French, 
with  variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  Characteristic  Illustrations  by 
Gustave  Dor£.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  700  pages,  ys.  6d. 

ROLL  OP  BATTLE  ABBEY  ;  or,  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 

who  came  over  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  Printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  three  feet  by  two,  with 
the  principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Price  ^s. 

ROLL  OF  CAERLAVEROCK,  the  Oldest  Heraldic  Roll  ;  including 
the  Original  Anglo-Norman  Poem,  and  an  English  Translation  of  the  MS.  in  the 
British  Museum.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.  The  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     In  4to,  very  handsomely  printed,  extra  gold  cloth,  12^. 

ROWLANDSON    (Thomas):    HIS    LIPE  AND  TIMES;    The 

History  of  his  Caricatures,  and  the  Key  to  their  Meaning.  With  very  numerous 
full-page  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings.  Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  and  gilt 
edges,  3if.  6d.  \In preparation. 


AIjA  (George  Augustus)  ON  COOKERY  IN  ITS  HIS- 
TORICAL ASPECT.  With  very  numerous  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 
Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt.  \^In  preparation. 

SANDWITH  (Dr.)  OP  KARS.  — MINSTERBOROUGH.  An 
English  'I'ale.  By  Humphry  Sandwith,  C.  B.,  D.C.L.  Three  Vols,  crown  8vo, 
3 1  J.  td. 

SEVEN   GENERATIONS    OF    EXECUTIONERS. 

SANSON  PAMILY.  Memoirs  of  the,  compiled  from  Private  Docu- 
ments  in  the  possession  of  the  Family  (1688-1847),  by  Henri  Sanson.  Translated 
from  the  French,  with  an  Introduction  by  Camille  Barr^re.  Two  Vols.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  i8.r. 

"  A  faithful  translation  of  this  curious  work,  which  will  certainly  repay  perusal, — 
not  on  the  ground  of  its  being  full  of  horrors,  for  the  original  author  seems  to  be 
rather  ashamed  of  the  technical  aspect  of  his  profession,  and  is  commendably  reticent 
as  to  its  details,  but  because  it  contains  a  lucid  account  of  the  most  notable  causet 
cdibres  from  the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  to  a  period  within  the  memory  of  persons  still 
living.  .  .  .  The  Memoirs,  if  not  particularly  instructive,  can  scarcely  fail  to  be 
extremely  entertaining." — Daily  Telegraph. 
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SHAKESPEARE.— THE  LANSDOWNE  EDITION.  Beauti- 
fully printed  in  red  and  black,  in  small  but  very  clear  type.  Post  8vo,  witk 
engraved  facsimile  of  Dkoeshout's  Portrait,  and  37  beautiful  Steel  Plates,  after 
Stoth.^rd,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  i8x. 

SHAKESPEARE,  THE  SCHOOL  OF.  Including  "  The  Life  and 
Death  of  Captain  Thomas  Stukeley,"  with  a  New  Life  of  Stucley,  from  Unpub- 
lished Sources  ;  "A  Warning  for  Fair  Women,"  with  a  Reprint  of  the  Account  of 
the  Murder  ;  "  Nobody  and  Somebody  ;  "  "  The  Cobbler's  Prophecy  ;"  "  Histrio- 

»  mastix;"  "The  Prodigal  Son,"  &c.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Notes,  by 
R.  Simpson,  Author  of  "  An  Introduction  to  the  Philosophy  of  Shakespeare's 
Sonnets."     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  \In  the  press. 

SHAKESPEARE.— THE  FIRST  FOLIO.    Mr.  William  Shake- 

speare's  Comedies,   Histories,  and  Tragedies.     Published  according  to  the  true 

Original    Copies.       London,    Printed  by    Is.\AC    Iaggard   and    Ed.    Blount, 

1623. — An  exact  Reproduction  of  the  extremely  rare  Original,  in  reduced  facsimile 

by   a   photographic    process — ensuring   the     strictest    accuracy  in  every  detail. 

Small  Svo,  hf.  Roxburghe,  io.r.  6d.  A  full  Prospectus  will  be  sent  upon  a/>J>licatioK. 

''To    Messrs.    Chatto   &    Windus  belongs   the    merit  of  having    done  more  to 

facilitate  the  critical  study  of  the  text  of  our  great  dramatist  than  all  the  Shakespeare 

ckibs  and  societies  put  together.     A  complete  facsimile  of  the  celebrated  First  Folio 

edition  of  1623  for  half-a-guinea  is  at  once  a  miracle  of  cheapness  and  enterprise. 

Being  in  a  reduced  form,  the  type   is  necessarily  rather  diminutive,   but  it  isi 

distinct  as  in  a  genuine  copy  of  the  original,  and  will  be  found  to  be  as  useful  and  far 

more  handy  to  the  student  than  the  latter." — AthencBum. 

"  SECRET  OUT "  SERIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  profusely 
Illustrated,  price  ^s.  6d.  each. 

Art  of  Amusing :     A  Collection   j    Magic  no  Mystery  :  Tricks  with 

of     Graceful     Arts,    Games,    Tricks,  Cards,    Dice,   Balls,    &c.,   with  fully 


Puzzles,  and  Charades.     By  Frank 
Bellew.     300  Illustrations. 

Hanky -Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremek.  200  Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Perform- 
ances with  Cups  and  Ralls,  Eggs, 
Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from 
Actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    200  Illustrations. 


descriptive  Directions  ;  the  Art  of 
Secret  Wriling  ;  the  Training  of  Per- 
forming Animals,  &c.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  numerous  Illusts. 

Merry  Circle    (The)  :    A  Book 

of  Newlntellectual  Games  and.Amuse- 
ments.  By  Clara  Bellew.  Numerous 
Illustrations. 

Secret  Out :  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Recrea- 
tions ;  with  entertaining  Experiments 
in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic." 
By  W.  H.  Cremer.  300  Engravings. 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (The):     Etymological,    Historical,    and 

Anecdotal.     An  Entirely  New  Edition,  revised  throughout,  and  considerably 

Enlarged.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  bd. 

"We  are  glad  to  .see  the  Slang  Dictionary  reprinted  and  enlarged.  From  a  high 
scientific  point  of  view  this  book  is  not  to  be  despised.  Of  course  it  cannot  fail  to 
be  amusing  also.  It  contains  the  very  vocabulary  of  unrestrained  humour,  and 
oddity,  and  grotesqueness.  In  a  word,  it  provides  valuable  material  both  for  the 
student  of  language  and  the  student  of  human  nature." — Academy. 

"In  every  way  a  great  improvement  on  the  edition  of  1864.  Its  uses  as  a  dictionary 
f  the  very  vulgar  tongue  do  not  require  to  be  ex^\a.\aed.."— Notes  and  Queries. 

"Compiled  with  most  exacting  care,  and  based  on  the  best  authorities."— .J/rtwe/aM/. 

SHAW  AND    BRIDGENS'   DESIGNS    FOR  FURNITURE, 

with  Candelabra  and   Interior  Decoration.     60    Plates,  royal  4to,   half-morocco 
;Ciif.  ;  Large  Paper,  imperial  4to,  the  Plates  Coloured,  half-morocco,  £2  Sf. 
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SHAW'S  ILLUMINATED  WORKS  ; 


Ancient  Furniture,  drawn  from 

existing  Authorities.  With  Descrip- 
tions by  Sir  S.  R  Meyeick.  4to,  74 
Plates,  half-morocco,  ^i  \\s.  dd.;  or, 
with  some  Plates  Coloured,  4to,  half- 
morocco,;^  2  2^.  ;  Large  Paper  copies, 
imp!.  4to,  all  the  Plates  extra  finished 
in  opaque  Colours,  half-morocco  extra, 
£^  14J.  dd. 

Dresses  and  Decorations  of  the 

Middle  Ages,  from  the  Seventh  to  the 
Seventeenth  Centuries.  94  Plates, 
beautifully  Coloured,  a  profusion  of 
Initial  Letters,  and  Examples  of 
Curious  Ornament,  with  Historical 
Introduction  and  Descriptive  Text. 
Two  Vols,  imperial  8vo,  half-Rox- 
burghe,  ;C5  5.1.  ;  large  paper  copies, 
the  whole  illuminated  in  body-colours, 
heightened  with  gold  and  silver, 
£\^  14J. 

Luton  Chapel :  A  Series  of  20 

highly-finihed  Line  Engravings  of 
Gothic  Architecture  and  Ornament^;. 
Imperial  folio,  India  Proofs,  half- 
morocco,  £^2  8^. 


Illuminated  Ornaments  of  the 

Middle  Ages,  from  the  Sixth  to  the 
Seventeenth  Century.  Selected  from 
Missals,  MSS.,  aiid  early  printed 
Books.  66  PlateR,  carefully  coloured 
from  the  Originals,  with  Descriptions 
by  Sir  F.  Madden,  Keeper  of 
MS.S.,  Brit.  Mus.  4to,  half-Rox- 
burghe,  £,z  i3^-  (>d.  ;  Large  Paper 
copies,  the  Plates  beautifully  finished 
with  opaque  Colours  and  illuminated 
with  Gold,  imperial  4to,  half-Rox- 
burghe,  £,^  js. 

Ornamental  Metal  Work:     A 

Series  of  50  Copperplates,  several 
Coloured.    4to,  half-morocco,  i8j. 

Encyclopaedia  of    Ornament. 

Select  Examples  from  the  purest  and 
best  Specimens  of  all  kinds  and  all 
Ages.  4to,  59  Plates,  half-morocco, 
£iis  ;  Large  Paper  copies,  imperial 
4to,  with  all  the  Plates  Coloured, 
half- morocco,  £2  12s.  6./. 


SHERIDAN'S  COMPLETE  WORKS,  with  Life  and  Anecdotes. 
Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works 
in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  ;  with  a  Collection 
of  Sheridaniana.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page  Tinted  Illustra- 
tions, ys.  td. 

"  Whatever  Sheridan  has  done,  has  been,  /lar  excellence,  always  the  best  of  its 
kind.  He  has  written  the  best  comedy  (School  for  Scandal),  the  ^<?j-i' drama  (the 
Duenna),  the  best  farce  (the  Critic),  and  the  best  address  (Monologue  on  Garrick)  ; 
and,  to  crown  all,  delivered  the  very  best  oration  (the  famous  Begum  Speech)  ever 
conceived  or  heard  in  thi.s  country." — BvRON. 

"The  editor  has  brought  together  within  a  manageable  compass  not  only  the 
seven  plays  by  which  Sheridan  is  best  known,  but  a  collection  also  of  his  poetical 
pieces  which  are  less  familiar  to  the  public,  sketches  of  unfinished  dramas,  selections 
from  his  reported  witticisms,  and  extracts  from  his  principal  speeches.  To  these  is 
prefixed  a  short  but  well-written  memoir,  giving  the  chief  facts  in  Sheridan's  literary 
and  political  career  ;  so  that  with  this  volume  in  his  hand,  the  student  may  consider 
him.self  tolerably  well  fiirni-,hed  with  all  that  is  necessary  for  a  general  compre- 
hension of  the  subject  of  it." — /'<?//  Alall  Gazette. 

SILVESTRE'S  UNIVERSAL  PAL-EOGRAPHY;  or,  A  Collec- 
tion of  Facsimiles  of  the  Writings  of  every  Age.  Containing  upwards  of  300  large 
and  beautifully  executed  F.icsimiles,  taken  from  Missals  and  other  MSS.,  richly 
Illuminated  in  the  finest  style  of  art.  A  New  Edition,  arranged  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Sir  F.  Madden,  Keeper  of  MSS.,  Brit.  Mus.  Two  Vols,  atlas  folio,  half- 
morocco,  gill,  ;{i3I  10^. 
Also,aVolume  of  Historical  and  Descriptive  Letterpress,  by  Champollion 

FiGKAC  and  Champoi,i,ion,  Jiin.     Translated,  with  Addition.s,  by  Sir  F.  Madden. 

Two  Vols,  royal  8vo,  half-morocco,  gilt,  £2  Zs. 

"  This  great  work  contains  upwards  of  three  hundred  large  and  beautifully 
executed  facsimiles  of  the  finest  and  most  interesting  MSS.  of  various  ages  and 
nations,  illuminated  in  the  highest  style  of  art.  'J'he  cost  of  getting  up  this  splendid 
publication  was  not  tar  fr^ni  ^20,000  " — Allibone's  Dicliottnry. 

"The  great  woik  on  F:ila;r)graphy  generally — one  of  the  most  sumptuous  works 
•f  its  class  ever  published." — Chambers's  Encyclo/xcdia. 
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SIGNBOARDS  :    Their  History.     With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Ta- 
verns and  Remarkable  Characters.     By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John   Camdkn 
HoTTEN.      With   nearly    loo   Illustrations.      Seventh    Edition.     Crown   8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7^.  td. 
"Even  if  we  were  ever  so  maliciously  inclined,  we  could  not  pick  out  all  Messrs. 

Larwood  and  Hotten's  plums,  because  the  good  things  are  so  numerous  as  to  defy 

the  most  wholesale  depredation." — The   Times. 

SMITH'S   HISTORICAL    AND    LITERARY  CURIOSITIES  : 

Containing  Facsimiles  of  Autographs,  Scenes  of  Remarkable  Events,  Interesting 
Localities,  Old  Houses,  Portraits,  Illuininated  and  Missal  Ornaments,  Antiquities, 
&c.     4to,  with  100  Plates  (some  Illuminated),  half-morocco  extra,  £2  $s. 

SMOKER'S  TEXT-BOOK.     By  J.  Hamer,  F.R.S.L.     Exquisitely 

printed  from  "silver-faced"  type,  cloth,  very  neat,  gilt  edges,   2i.  dd. 

SOWERBY'S    MANUAL    OF    CONCHOLOGY:    A  Complete 

Introduction  to  the  .Science.  Illustrated  by  upwards  of  650  etched  Figures  of 
Shells  and  numerous  Woodcuts.  With  copious  Explanations,  Tables.  Glossary, 
&.C.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  i^s.  ;  or,  the  Plates  beautifully  Coloured,  £1  ?,s. 
"  Sowerby  has  illustrated  the  coiichological  system  of  Lamarck  in  a  very  useful 
and  popular  manner  ;  and  has  not  only  suggested  many  judicious  improvements,  but 
lias  defined  several  new  genera  with  judgment  and  precision  " — Swainson. 

STEDMAN'S     (Edmund    Clarence)     VICTORIAN     POETS: 

Critical  Essays.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  g^. 

"The  book  is,  on  the  whole,  generous  and  enlightened,  and  bears  the  stamp  of 
unfailing  honesty.  .  .  .  Mr.  Stedman  has  not  approached  his  task  in  a  light  spirit, 
nor  without  the  preparation  of  due  pains  and  culture." — Acidetiiy. 

"  We  ought  to  be  thankful  to  tho-e  who  do  critical  work  wMh  competent  skill 
and  understanding,  with  honesty  of  purpose,  and  with  diligence  and  thoroughness 
of  execution.  And  Mr.  Stedman,  having  chosen  to  work  in  this  line,  deserves  the 
thanks  of  English  scholars  hy  these  qualities  and  liy  something  more  ;  .  .  .  . 
he  is  faithful,  studious,  and  discerning." — Saturday  Reviciv. 

STOTHARD'S  MONUMENTAL  EFFIGIES  OF  GREAT 
BRITAIN,  from  William  I.  to  Henry  VIII.,  selected  from  our  Cathedrals  and 
Churches.  With  Historical  Description  and  IntroHurtion,  by  John  Kempk, 
F.S.A.  A  New  Edition,  with  a  large  body  of  Additional  Notes  by  John- 
Hewitt.  Imperial  4to,  containing  150  beautifully  finished  full-page  Engravings 
and  Nine  Vignettes,  all  Tintrd,  .and  some  Illuminated  in  Gold  and  Colours,  half- 
morocco,  £<)  gs.  ;  Large  Paper,  royal  folio,  with  all  the  coats  of  arms  illuminated 
in  gold  and  colours,  and  the  plates  very  carefully  finished  in  body-colours, 
heightened  with  gold  in  the  very  finest  style,  half-morocco,  £1^  15X. 

"  No  English  library  should  be  without  this  unique  and  important  publication. 
Charles  Stothard  is  the  model  wli;ch  every  antiquarian  artist  must  follow,  if  he  wishes 
to  excel.  His  pencil  was  always  guided  hy  his  mind,  and  we  may  safely  a.ssert  that 
no  one  ever  united  equal  accuracy  and  feeling." — Quarterly  Review 

"  It  is  only  in  the  beautiful  work  on  Monumental  Fffigies,  by  Stothard,  that  every  - 
thing  has  been  done  which  fidelity  and  taste  could  effect.'' — Shaw. 

STOWS  SURVEY  OF  LONDON.     Et^ited   by  W.    J.    Thoms, 
F.S.A.     A  New  Edition,  with    Copperplate   Illustrations,   large   8vo,   half-Rox- 
butghe,  price  <)S. 
"Carefully  reproduced." — Quarterly  RevieT-v. 

STRUTT'S    DRESSES   AND  HABITS  OP  THE   ENGLISH, 

from  the  Establishment  of  the  Saxons  in  Britain  to  ihe  Present  Time.  With  an 
Historical  Inquiry  into  every  branch  of  Costume,  Ancient  and  .Modem.  New 
Edition,  with  Explanatory  Notes  by  J  R.  Planch6,  . Somerset  Herald.  Two 
Vols,  royal  4to,  with  153  Kngravings  from  the  mo^t  AutheMi^  Sources,  beauti- 
fully Coloured,  half-Roxburghe,  £(1  ds.  ;  or  the  Plate'-  splendidly  Illuminated 
in  Silver  and  Opaque  Colours,  in  the  Missal  style,  half-Roxburghe,  £1$  15J. 
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STRUTT'S    SPORTS   AND    PASTIMES    OF   THE    PEOPLE 

OF  ENGLAND  ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games 
Mummeries,  Shows,  Processions,   Pageants,  and  Pompous  Spectacles,  from  the 
Earliest  Period  to   the  Present   Time.       With    140    Illustrations.         Edited    by 
William    Hone.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,    75.   dd.—A.    few   Large    Paper 
Copies,  uniform  with  the  "  Dresses,"  with  an  extra  set  of  Copperplate  Illustra- 
tions, carefully  Coloured  by  hand,  from  the  Originals,  50?. 
_    "  The  amusing  pages  of  Strutt  entitle  his  memory  to  great  respect ;  and,  borrow- 
ing the  idea  of  Dr.  Johnson,  I  will  boldly  affirm  that  he  who  wishes  to  be  informed 
of  the  curious  and  interesting  details  connected  with  Ancient  Manners  and  Customs, 
Costumes,  Regal  and  Ecclesiastical  Antiquities,  must  devote  his  days  and  his  nights 
to  the  volumes  of  Strutt." — Dibdiu's  Decameron. 

STRUTT'S  REGAL  AND  ECCLESIASTICAL  ANTIQUITIES 
OF  ENGLAND  :  Authentic  Representations  of  all  the  English  Monarchs,  from 
Edward  the  Confessor  to  Henry  the  Eighth  ;  with  many  Great  Personages  eminent 
under  their  several  Reigns.  New  Edition,  with  critical  Notes  by  J.  R.  Plakch6, 
Somerset  Herald.  Royal  410,  with  72  Engravings  from  Manuscripts,  Monu- 
ment.s,  &c.,  beautifully  Coloured,  half-Roxburghe,  £t,  y.  ■  or  the  Plates  splendidly 
Illuminated  in  Gold  and  Colours,  half-morocco,  £xo  10s. 


MR.  SWINBURNE'S  NEW  POEM. 

ERECHTHEUS:    A  Tragedy.     By  Algernon  Charles   Swin- 
burne.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

"The  harmony  of  all  the  parts  is  perfect.  .  .  .  Onr  Erechtheus\s.^^X\\mzio 
us  now  as  it  could  have  been  to  an  Athenian.  .  .  .  To  such  altitudes,  rarely 
.scaled  by  the  feet  of  poets  in  the  modern  age,  has  he  ascended.  .  .  .  Erechtkeus 
is,  in  truth,  a  masterpiece  ...  a  poem  which  appeals  to  men  of  all  nations  and 
of  all  times." — Academy . 

"  Matured  thought  and  ripened   pewer  are  brought  to  the  task   of  reclothing  old 
ables.     Our  extracts,  copious  as   they  are,  fail  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  sustained 
strength  and  beauty  of  the  entire  work,  which  we  are  inclined  to  rank  as  Mr.  Swin- 
burne's masterpiece."—  A  e/ieniEUM. 

"  Mr.  Swinburne  has  written  nothing  near  so  good  as  this  since  he  wrote  'Atalanta 
in  Calydon.'.  ...  It  would  be  difficult,  in  our  opinion,  to  find  a  nearer  approach 
to  the  terse  and  weighty  dialogue  of  the  Sophoclean  tragedy  than  Mr.  Swinburne 
gives  us  in  the  dialogue  of  his  play.     Exquisite  sweetness  and  melody ."—SJ>ec/aior 

MR.  SlVrNBURNE'.^;  OTHER   JVORKS. 


Queen  Mother  and  Rosamond. 

Fcap.  8vo,  5i. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.     A  Xew 

Edition.     Crown  £vo,  bs. 

Chastelard.    A  Tragedy.    Fcap. 

8vo,  Ts. 

Poems    and    Ballads.       Fcap. 

8vo,  r-)S. 

Notes  on"  Poems andBaUads." 

Svo,  ts. 

Essays  and    Studies.      Crown 

8V0,    12S. 


Songs  before  Sunrise.     Crown 

Svo,  las.  6d. 

BothweU:  A  Tragedy.  Two 
Vols,  crown  Svo,  i2j-.  6d. 

George   Chapman:    An  Essay. 

Crown  Svo,  js. 

Songs  of  two  Nations  :  Dir>e, 
A  Song  of  Italy,  Ode  on  the 
French  Replblic.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

William  Blake  :  A  Critical 
Essay.  With  Facsimile  Paintings, 
Coloured  by  Hand,  after  Drawings  by 
Blakr  and  his  Wife.    Demy  Svo,  i(>s. 


Also, 

Rossetti's   (W.  M.)   Criticism   upon  Swinburne's 

Ballads."     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.5.  td. 


Poems  and 
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SWIFT'S  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 
Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the  Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  yj.  dd. 

"  The  '  Tale  of  a  Tub  '  is,  in  my  apprehension,  the  masterpiece  of  Swift  ;  certainly 
Rabelais  has  nothing  superior,  even  in  invention,  nor  anything  so  condensed,  so 
pointed,  so  full  of  real  meaning,  of  biting  satire,  of  felicitous  analogy.  The  '  Battle 
of  the  Books'  is  such  an  improvement  of  the  similar  combat  in  the  Lutrin  that  we 
can  hardly  own  it  as  an  imitation." — Hallam. 

"  In  humour  and  in  irony,  and  in  the  talent  of  debasing  and  defiling  what  he  hated, 
we  join  with  the  world  in  thinking  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  without  a  rival." — Lord 
Jeffrey. 

"  Swift's  reputation  as  a  poet  has  been  in  a  manner  obscured  by  the  greater  splen- 
dour, by  the  natural  force  and  inventive  genius,  of  his  prose  writings  ;  but,  if  he  had 
never  written  either  the  '  Tale  of  a  Tub'  or  '  Gulliver's  Travels,'  his  name  merely 
as  a  poet  would  have  come  down  to  us,  and  have  gone  down  to  posterity,  with  well- 
earned  honours." — Hazlitt. 

SYNTAX'S  (Dr.)  THREE  TOURS,  in  Search  of  the  Picturesque, 
in  Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  full-page  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  and  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
HoTTEN.     Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ^s.  6d. 


HOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  of  INDOLENCE. 
With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan  Cunningham, 
and  over  50  tine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
e.xtra,  gilt,  -js.  6d. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  a  pro- 
fusion of  Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of  his  every- 
day reading.  Large  post  Svo,  with  Hundreds  of  Wood  Engravings  and  Five 
Coloured  Plates,  from  Mr.  Thackeray's  Original  Drawings,  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt 
top,  i2i.  6d. 

"  It  would  have  been  a  real  loss  to  bibliographical  literature  had  copyright  difficul- 
ties deprived  the  general  public  of  this  very  amusing  collection.  One  of  Thackeray's 
habits,  from  his  schoolboy  days,  was  to  ornament  the  margins  and  blank  pages  of  the 
books  he  had  in  use  with  caricature  illustrations  of  their  contents.  This  gave 
special  value  to  the  sale  of  his  library,  and  is  almost  cause  for  regret  that  it  could  not 
have  been  preserved  in  its  integrity.  Thackeray's  place  in  literature  is  eminent 
enough  to  have  made  this  an  interest  to  future  generations.  The  anonymous 
editor  has  done  the  best  that  he  could  to  compensate  for  the  lack  of  this.  He  has 
obtained  access  to  the  principal  works  thus  dispersed,  and  he  speaks,  not  only  of  the 
readiness  with  which  their  possessors  complied  with  his  request,  but  of  the  abundance 
of  the  material  spontaneously  proffered  to  him.  He  has  thus  been  able  to  re- 
produce in  facsimile  the  five  or  si.\  hundred  sketches  of  this  volume.  They  differ, 
of  course,  not  only  in  cleverness  but  in  finish  ;  but  they  unquestionably  establish 
Thackeray's  capability  of  becoming,  if  not  an  eminent  artist,  yet  a  great  caricaturist. 
A  grotesque  fancy,  an  artistic  touch,  and  a  power  of  reproducing  unmistakable  por- 
traits in  comic  exaggerations,  as  well  as  of  embodying  ludicrous  ideas  pictorially, 
make  the  book  very  amusing.  Still  more  valuable  is  the  descriptive,  biographical, 
and  anecdotal  letterpress,  which  gives  us  a  great  accumulation  of  biographical  infor- 
mation concerning  Thackeray's  works,  reading,  history,  and  habits.  Without  being 
a  formal  biography,  it  tells  us  scores  of  things  that  could  scarcely  have  come  into 
any  biography.  We  have  no  clue  to  the  sources  of  information  possessed  by  the 
editor.  Apparently  he  has  been  a  most  diligent  student  of  his  hero,  and  an  in- 
defatigable collector  of  scraps  of  information  concerning  his  entire  literary  career. 
We  can  testify  only  to  the  great  interest  of  the  book,  and  to  the  vast  amount  of  curious 
information  which  it  contains.  We  regret  that  it  has  been  published  without  the 
sanction  of  his  family,  but  no  admirer  of  Thackeray  should  be  without  it.  It  is  an 
admirable  addendum,  not  only  to  his  collected  works,  but  also  to  any  memoir  of  him 
that  has  been,  or  that  is  likely  to  be,  written." — British  Quarterly  Review. 


30  BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 

THORNBURY'S  (Walter)  HISTORICAL  AND  LEGENDARY 
BALLADS  AND  SONCiS.  Illustrated  by  J.  Whistler,  John  Tenniel.  A.  F. 
Sandys.  W.  Small,  M.  J.  Lawless,  J.  D.  Watson,  G.  J.  Pinwell,  F.  Walker, 
T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  others.  Handbomely  printed,  crown  410,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  215. 

"  Mr.  Thornbury  has  perceived  with  laudable  clearness  that  one  great  requisite 
of  poetry  is  that  it  should  amuse.  He  rivals  Goethe  in  the  variety  and  startling  in- 
cidents of  his  ballad-romances;  he  is  full  of  vivacity  and  .spirit,  and  his  least  im- 
pa>sioned  pieces  ring  with  a  good  out-of  dnors  music  of  sword  and  shield.  Some 
of  his  med'SEval  poems  are  particularly  rich  in  colour  and  tone  ;  the  '  Lady  Witch," 
'John  of  Padua,'  and,  above  all,  'The  Jesicr's  Moral,'  are  admirable  cabinet 
pictures.  The  old  Norse  ballads,  too,  are  woi  thy  of  great  praise.  Best  of  all,  how- 
ever, we  like  his  Cavalier  songs  ;  ihere  is  nothing  of  the  kind  in  English  more 
spirited,  masculine,  a'.:d  merry." — Academy. 

"  Will  be  welcomed  by  all  true  lovers  of  art.  .  .  .  We  must  be  grateful  that 
so  many  works  of  a  school  distinguished  for  its  criginality  should  be  collected  into 
a  single  volume." — Saturday  ReTinv. 

"  Who  has  not  thrilled  over  such  songs  as  '  Trample,  trample,  went  the  roan,'  or 
'The  death  of  King  Warwolf  ? — and  who  needs  to  be  told  that  the  illustrations  are 
above  price  when  they  are  by  such  men  as  Tenniel,  Sandys,  Whistler,  and  the 
lamented  Fred  Walker  ?    The  book  is  beautifully  got  up." — Morning  Post. 

TOURNEUR'S  (Cyril)  COLLECTED  WORKS,  including  a 
unique  Poem,  entitled  "  The  Transformed  Metamorphosis  ;  "  and  "  Laugh  and  Lie 
Down  ;  or.  The  World's  Folly. ''  Edited,  with  Critical  Preface,  Introductions,and 
Notes,  by  J.  Churton  Collins.     Post  8vo,  lof.  td.  \_In  t lie  press. 

TURNER'S    (J.   M.  W.)    LIFE    AND    CORRESPONDENCE. 

Founded  upon  Letters  and  Papers  furnisheii  by  his  Friends  and  Fellow-Academi- 
cians. By  Waltek  Thornbury.  New  Edition,  entirely  rewritten  and  consider- 
ably enlarged.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Two  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra. 

[/«  the  prest- 

TURNER  GALLERY  (The):  A  Series  of  Sixty  Engravings  from 
the  Principal  Works  of  J(isr.FH  Mallord  William  Turner.  With  a  Memoir 
and  Illustrative  Text  by  Ralph  NicholsijN  Wornum,  Keeper  and  Secretary, 
National  Gallery.  Handsomely  half  bound,  India  Proofs,  royal  folio,  .£10; 
Large  Paper  copies.  Artists'  India  Proofs,  elephant  folio,  £,iq. — A  Descriptive 
Pamphlet  will  be  sent  upon  application. 

"To  tho'e  whose  memories  are  old  enough  to  go  b.ick  through  any  con<^iderable 
portion  of  Turner's  life,  or  who  may  have  >een  the  majority  of  the  pictures  he 
painted  during  so  many  years  of  loving  labour,  it  will  be  at  once  manife^>t  that  no 
better  selection  could  have  been  made  of  paintings  which  could  be  got  at  by  any 
reasonable  means.  Many  of  his  grandest  [iroductions  are  in  this  series  of  engrav- 
ings, and  the  ablest  landscape  engravers  of  the  day  have  been  employed  on  the 
plate^.  among  which  are  some  that,  we  feel  assured.  Turner  himself  would  have 
been  delighted  to  see.  These  proof  impressions  constitute  a  volume  of  excecoing 
beauty,  which  deserves  to  find  a  place  in  the  library  of  every  man  of  taste.  The 
number  of  copies  printed  is  too  limited  for  a  wide  circulation,  but,  on  that  account, 
the  rarity  of  the  publication  makes  it  the  mote  valuable. 

"A  series  of  en-gravings  from  Turner  s  finest  pictures,  and  of  a  size  and  quality 
commensurate  with  their  importance,  has  not  till  n"-  '  cen  offered  to  the  public  : 
nor,  indeed,  could  it  have  been  produced  but  for  the  tlorious  legacy  bequeathed  to 
the  country.  During  his  lifetime  he  exercised  st  preme  control  over  his  works,  and 
would  allow  none  to  be  engraved  but  what  he  chose  ;  the  large  sums,  moreover, 
paid  to  him  for  'touching  the  proofs.'  which  he  considered  equivalent  to  what  he 
would  have  received  for  copyright,  acted  almost  as  a  prohibition  to  such  engravings 
jjciting  into  the  hands  of  any  but  the  opulent. 

"  It  is  not  too  much  to  affirm  that  a  more  beautiful  and  worthy  tribute  to  the 
penins  of  the  great  painter  does  not  exist,  and  is  not  likely  to  exist  at  any— lUture 
time." — Art  "Journal. 
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TIMES'    CLUBS    AND    CLUB    LIFE    IN    LONDON.      With 

Anecdotes  of  its  Famous  Cokfkk  Houses,   Hostelriks,  and  Taverns.     By 

JohnTimrs,  F.S.A.   Numerous  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,?/.  M, 

"  The  book  supplies  a  much-felt  want.     The  club  is  the  avenue  to  general  society 

at  the  present  day,  and  Mr.  Timbs  gives  the  entree  to  the  club.     The  scholar  and 

antiquary  will  also  find  the  work  a  repertory  of  information   on  many  disputed 

points  of  literary  interest,  and  especially  respecting  various  well-known  anecdotes, 

the  value  of  which  only  increases  with  the  lapse  of  time." — Morning  Post. 

TIMBS'  ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  and  ECCENTRICITIES  : 
Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures  and  Fanatic  Missions, 
Stiange  Sights  and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  By  John  Timbs,  F.S.A.  With  nearly  50  Illustrations.  Crowo  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  yj.  ixi. 

"  The  reader  who  would  fain  enjoy  a  harmless  laugh  in  some  very  odd  company 
might  do  much  worse  than  take  an  occasion.il  dip  into  'English  Eccentrics.* 
The  illustrations  are  admirably  suited  to  the  letterpress." — Graphic. 

TROLLOPES  (Anthony)  THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.      11- 

lustratcd  Library  Edition.     Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  40  full-page  Plates, 
lis.     See  also  "  Piccadilly  Novels." 

AGABONDIANA  ;  or,  Anecdotes  of  Mendicant  Wanderers 
through  the  Streets  of  London  ;  with  Portraits  of  the  most  Remarkable, 
drawn  from  the  Life  by  John  Thomas  Smith,  late  Keeper  of  the  Prints 
in  the   British  Museum.      With  Introduction   by  Francis  Douce,  and 

Descriptive  Text.      With   the    Woodcuts  and  the  32  Plates,  from    the  original 

Coppers.     Crown  410,  half-Roxburghe,  12J.  td. 

ALTON  AND  COTTON,  ILLUSTRATED.— THE  COM- 
PLETE  ANGLER  ;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation  :  Being 
a  Discourse  of  Rivers,  Fish-ponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written  by  Izaak 
Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a 
clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir 
Harris  Nicolas,  K.C.M.G.  With  the  61  Plate  Illustrations,  precisely  as  in 
Pickering's  two-volume  Edition.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  large  crown  8vo, 
cloth  antique,  7*.  td. 

"  Among  the  reprints  of  the  year,  few  will  be  more  welcome  than  this  edition  of 
the  '  Complete  Angler,'  with  Sir  Harris  Nicolas's  Memoirs  and  Notes,  and  Stolhard 
and  Inskipp's  illustrations." — Saturday  Revie^u. 

"  As  a  book,  the  volume  before  us  is  neatly  trimmed  and  winsome  to  the  eye. 
There  is  room  for  it  in  the  world  among  its  predecessors,  and  in  the  getting  up  the 
publishers  have  doue  it  i\irj  yuiticc."  —Academy. 

WELLS' JOSEPH  AND  HIS  BRETHREN:  A  Dramatic  Poem. 
By  Charles   Wells.     With    an   Introductory    Essay  by  Algernon  Charles 
Swinburne.     Crown  8vo,  with  Vignette  Portrait,  cloth  extra,  9J. 
"The  author  of    'Joseph   and  his   Brethren' will  some  day  have  to  be  acknow- 
ledged among  the  memorable  men  of  the  second  great  period  in  our  poetr>'.    .     .     . 
There  are  lines  even  in  the  overture  of  his  poem  which  might,  it  seems  to  me,  more 
naturally  be  mistaken  even  by  an  expert  in  verse  for  the  work  of  the  young  Shak.speare, 
than  any  to  be  gathered  elsewhere  in  the  fields  of  English  poetry." — Swinburkk. 

"  In  its  combination  of  strength  and  delicacy,  in  sweet  liquid  musical  flow,  in  just 
cadence,  and  in  dramatic  incisiveness  of  utterance,  the  language  throughout  keeps 
closer  to  the  level  of  the  Elizabethan  dramatists  than  that  of  any  dramatist  of  sub- 
sequent times.  .  .  .  Mr.  Swinburne  does  not  praise  the  character  of  Phraxanor 
over  much  when  he  places  it  only  behind  the  Cleopatra  of  Shakspeare,  and  adds 
that  all  women  in  literature  after  these  two  seem  coarse  or  trivial  when  they  touch  on 
anything  sensual.  A  poet  has  been  saved  from  oblivion,  and  the  present  and  future 
>   by  a  work  they  could  ill  aSbrd  to  lose." — Athenaum. 
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WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  CHARLES  L     An  exact  Facsimile 

of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifty-nine  Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  aad 
corresponding  Seals,  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.     Price  is. 

WARRANT    TO    EXECUTE    MARY    QUEEN    OF    SCOTS. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  including  the  Signature  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal,  on  tinted  paper,  to  imitate  the 
Original  MS.    Price  is. 

WILD'S  CATHEDRALS.     Select    examples  of  the  Ecclesiastical 

Architecture  of  the  Middle  Ages  ;  arranged  in  Two  Series  (the  First  Foreign, 
the  Second  English).  Each  Series  containing  Twelve  fine  Plates,  mounted  upon 
Cardboard,  and  carefully  Coloured,  after  the  Original  Drawings  by  Charles 
Wild.     In  a  portfolio,  /ii,  ^s.  each  series. 

"  These  splendid  plates  are  unequalled,  whether  bound  as  ar  volume,  treasured  In 
a  portfolio,  or  framed  for  universal  admiration." — AtJunaiitn. 

WILSON'S  AMERICAN  ORNITHOLOGY  ;  or,  Natural  History 
of  the  Birds  of  the  United  States  ;  with  the  Continuation  by  Prince  Charles 
LuciAN  bo.N'APARTE.  New  AND  ENLARGED  EDITION,  completed  by  the 
insertion  of  above  One  Hundred  Birds  omitted  in  the  original  Work,  and  Illus- 
trated by  valuable  Notes,  and  Life  of  the  Author,  by  Sir  William  Jardine. 
Three  Vols.,  8vo,  with  a  fine  Portrait  of  Wilson,  and  103  Plates,  exhibiting 
nearly  four  hundred  figures  of  Birds  accurately  engraved  and  beautifully  printed  in 
Colours,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  £■>,  3s.  Also,  a  few  Large  Paper  copies,  quarto,  with 
the  Plates  all  carefully  Coloured  by  hand,  at  ^6  ds. 

"  The  History  of  American  Birds  by  Alexander  Wilson  is  equal  in  elegance  to  the 
most  distinguished  of  our  own  splendid  works  on  Ornithology."— Cuvier. 

"With  an  enthusiasm  never  excelled,  this  extraordinary  man  penetrated  through 
the  vast  territories  of  the  United  States,  undeterred  by  forests  or  swamps,  for  the 
sole  purpose  of  describing  the  native  birds." — Lord  Brough.am. 

"  By  the  mere  force  of  native  genius,  and  of  delight  in  nature,  he  became,  with- 
out knowing  it,  a  good,  a  great  writer." — Blackwood's  Magazine. 

WRIGHT'S     CARICATURE     HISTORY  of    the    GEORGES 
(House    of    Hanover).      With  400   Pictures,    Caricatures,    Squibs,    Broadsides, 
Window  Pictures,  &c.     By  Thomas  Wright,  Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7^.  dd. 
"  Emphatically  one  of  the  liveliest  of  books,  as  also  one  of  the  most  interesting. 
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